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DRAMATIS PEKSONa: 



III. 80BIESKI, King of Poland. 
JB SOBIESKI, his son. 
IE LUBOMIRSKI, Knight of Malta. 
[EN POTOCKI, Equerry to the King. 
T MALIGNY, Envoy of Louis XIV. 
-MUSTAPHA, Grand Vizier of the Ottoman 
V- 

-GHERAY, Tartar Khan. 
\.R, his lieutenant. 
AR, Kislar-aga (of the black race). 
HA, sister of the Sultan, betrothed to the Vizier. 
IE, her attendant. 

., a chanting girl. • 

0, interpreter, father of Myrrha. 
>LD I., Emperor of Austria. 
!E CHARLES OP LORRAINE. 

DE CROY. 
T ROGER OF STAREMBERG, Governor of 

W COLLONITS, Grand Chancelor. 
: chiefs, German princes, Captives, Poop 1 - -' 
Vienna, Seraglio of Mastapha, etc. 



scene is in the vicinity of Vienna, besiege 
Ionian army, in 1683. 
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JOHN SOBIESKT 

OR 

THE SIEGE OF VIENNA 



ACT I 

THE TURKISH CAMP 

ftefo'e the tent of the Vizier, feeing Vienna — fa Me foreground, a stone 
cross; a band of prisoner * guarded by Tartar soldiers. — Some Turkish 
soldiers extended on the ground. — In the background, th-s city and tlie 
Daoube. with a bridge. — Time : fire o'clock iu the owning. 



SGENJE I 

ANCHAR, Tartar chief ; YAKOUB SOBIESKI; STEPHEN 
POTOCKI; Polish and German parsoNEas. 

GHORUS OF MUEZZINS, from above. 

§ 

Darkness flings aside her veil, 

Awakes the son of night! 
While we, O great Mohammed, hail 

Thine advent, clear and bright ! 
The firmament with rapture rings, 
The universe thy glory sings. 

CHORUS OF WOMEN, la the tent *r ilia V*er. 

The dawn has crowned with rosy light 

The angel of the day ; 
Sweet Myrrha, banish sleep with night, 

And greet the effulgent ray. 
For thee, the pageantry above ; * 
Thine eyes> thy soul, then ope to love I* 



* The Chorus may be omitted *J libitum. 



THE SIEGE OF VIENNA 
ANCHAR, 

ve, stand up. 

STEPHEN. 

I burn with thirst... For love- 
;, some water, if you have a soul. 

ANCHAR. 

p, drink thine own blood ! 

, Ipproictlnf lin crosi il wfcoM fool aitphrn hif Jul fal 

A Polish sold 
ures... and that locket! Yes, I see... 
; Stephen ! 

STEPHEN, ri.ing with Hort. 

Tears have seared mine eyes... 
a Yakoub ? 

YAK.OUB. 

Aye ! thy brother in arms. 

STEPHEN. 

ice, within this pagan camp f 

YAKOUB. 

To die 



9, prince, to avenge my death I Behold 
from the King, thy father... read! 
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' ACT I. 3 

YAKOUB. 

" From this*my camp at Warsaw. — Dearest Yakoub, 

Remember that my life is bound with thine. 

I trust my realm unto the care of God. 

This fifteenth day of August, sixteen hundred 

And eighty three. Farewell. — John Sobieski." 

(Report of a cannon in the diaUnce.) 
AN CHAR, approaching. 

Up, up ! Behold the dawn. 

(The prisoners rise ; the reveille is heard.) 
STEPHEN. 

Beneath this cross 
A Christian, will I die... 

AN CHAR, menacing him. 

Again ? 

* YAKOUB. 

Forgive ! 
He *s but a youth ! 

STEPHEN, giving him a lock.t. 

For you this chain of hair, 
Memorial of my mother... 

YAKOUB. 

Never 1 

STEPHEN. 

Yes, 
It is my wish... Take this... the locket holds 
Some ashes from my father's tomb, wherein 



THE SIEGE OF VIENNA. 

rest... these relics... strew them o'er 
Such soil must one day bring forth hosts 
our wrongs. My soul, I leave to God; 

ied body unto thee, my country, 

i Poland, native land ! 

YAKOUB. 

I swear 1 

STEPHEN. 

ire ends 1... my sister, oh, remember! 

YAKOUB. 

ler. Heaven rest thy soul ! 

He 's dead ! 

ANCHAR. 

>rince ! 

Bear ye this lifeless corpse 
idt burial place. 

CHORUS. 

Allah Smites, the morning breaks. 

The rose unfolds her leaves; 
A. burning; beam her soul awakes, 

Her crimson bosom heaves. 
Her fragrance has sweet kisses won, 
For Allah smiles;— bohold Ihe sun I 



— lo 






ACT r. 

SCENE II 

YAKOUB, •!«•. 

This breaks my heart !... 
Stephen is free, and free 111 be to-morrow. 
Lo ! there the conquerors of the Slave and German, 
Sons worthy of the deserts whence they sprang. 
Where lately bloomed the earth in harvests rich, 
Reigns universal ruin ; reeks the ground 
With Christian blood ; Vienna, is in flames ; 
Within this Turkish camp a golden stream 
Floods with its pride the souls of men, and breaks 
In purple splendours at the captive feet 
Of hundred houris. Pleasure holds the rein 
With wild delirium and insolence, 
And drives the car of fate athwart the West, 
Which prostrate lies... Behold our future lot! 
Behold the human deluge that o'erwhelms 
Our Europe, waves of human life that rise 
And rise till they ingulf the Christian world. 
Who is there can arrest that swelling sea ? 
Tis only thou, my father and my king, 
Thou, John Sobieski, whose pure hand was chosen 
To call up from their tombs the knightly forms 
Of Charlemagne and Baldwin, building thus 
A dyke to stem the Oriental torrent — 
A dyke with God to say : "Thus far, no farther I" 
A captive, I thy -victory shall not share... 
A death for honour is a birth for glory ; 
But to live on, obscure, a nameless life, 
Bereft of love, of peril— balancing 
Between two direst modes of blank despair, 
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E SIEGE OF VIENNA 

such is the fate 
pon this nether earth. 
st am I the sacrifice ? 
actress, and good Maura ! 



iYRRHA; HAIDEE "<i MAURO 

M«* In Ibn bicigisuiil. ' 



ivs sad! 

(ippruckiog.) 

My lord, is't thus 
er, whose fate hath won 
tits my friendly pity ? 
f absence, is one look 
te upon a kindly greeting ? 



! voice made Selim drop 
as thou didst stanch my blood; 
sleepless nights 'twas thy pure brow 
;he prisoner's weary watch ; 
guardian angel pay 
ee this flower that I love best... 
the clashing of rude arms. 

IYRRHA, ukciilit Donar. 

eet remembrance I... It is wet 

h blood... and from thy wound per- 
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ACT I. ' 

YAKOUB. 

A man proscribed has learned to suffer, but 
I bear a wound within my heart that God 
Alone can cure. 

MYRRHA. 

He only ? Yes, amid 
The wanderings of thy fever, on thy lips 
One name mysterious trembled : then, as now, 
I saw thy spirit following northward clouds 
That floated in the ether. It was not 
Thy country's name ! Perchance, 'twas thy betrothed 
To whom thou sentest some sweet thought ? 



YAKOUB. 

Upon my mother. 

MYRRHA. 

Waiting thy return ? 

YAKOUB. 

Our first love is our mother, and our next 
Is liberty. * 

MYRRHA. 

Thy mother's name ? 

YAKOUB. 

Is Marie. 

MYRRHA, give* li.m her band. 

'Tis also mine, for in my country, Myrrha 
The name is of the Holy Mother of God. 
O listen... When I speak to thee of days 
Long past, of Caesars my progenitors, 



I thought 



8 THE SIEGE OF VIENNA 

I feel my heart more strong, more broad my thought ! 

My father, son of Athene, Candian chief, 

Saw fall that rampart of the Eastern Christians, 

Banished by Ibrahim, the proud Vizier 

Triumphant, fled he into Poland, where 

A royal hand was recompense for glory. 

One day, amid the Ukraine's boundless plains, 

(Whereon the Hetman John Bobieski, passed 

From hero into King), my mother ta'en, 

Was borne with me to slavery, and sold 

Unto the Sultan. Since that fatal day, 

This chain, my father's once, is all remains 

To me of him... His destiny I know not. 



O Myrrha, hope in God ! Thou noble child 
Of Hellas, unto thee shall be restored 
Thy father and thy country. 

KYBSHA. 

Dearest conn try, 
Yes, thou shalt live again!... My mother died 
In giving me a brother, son unto 
Her master and her spouse... Amid my dreams 
I often see her on her knees before 
The dark and haughty Osmanide, to stay 
That pride would blast the world. But dark Mustapha, 
Companion of the youthful sovereign 
In all his pleasures, soon was named Grand Vizier ; 
Ayesha's son was he, and worthy of 
His mother. He it was that Europe made 
The seat of war. They caused my mother's death. 



But left to me this sign of clemency. 
The emblem of her faith, and this bright steel 
The symbol of mine own ; for in my breast 
There dwells a soul that loveth liberty, 
(0 name as sweet as sad 1) as one may love 
A mother lying dead within her tomb. 
I, sister to Mohammed, tyrant scorned 1 
I, wife unto the Vizier when the shouts 
Of victory shall say : "Vienna's fallen ! " 
I, live a slave ?... No ! rather die in battle 1 
Far sooner join the mother who awaits me 1 

YAKOUB. 

I recognise in thee my blood, child 
Of Athens. 

UYfiRHA. 

Sterner proof of zeal I wait ! 
Wilt thou avenge my mother ? save thy country ? 

YAKOUB. 

1 am thy brother... order, 1 obey. 

MYHHHA. 
Strike then thy master, and thy country's scourge. 

YAKOUB. 

Fair liberty ne'er yet was hire for crime I 

KYHHHA. 
Shall then this poniard end his guilty .days ? 

YAKOUB. 

1 am a soldier, no assassin. Given 

A loyal combat for a righteous cause, 

d, 



10 THE SIE&G OF VIENNA 

My heart is valiant, strong and firm my hand; 
But striking thus mine enemy In the dark... 
Never 1 

MYRKHA. 

A woman's vengeance but insults ; 
A man does better, kills... 

YaEoub. 

A Christian pardons. 

MYRRH A. 

E'en when a slave ?... Then all abandon me ! 



Except the chief who twice has saved the West, 
At Chocim, Leopol ; and here again, 
His people aiding, will to-morrow bear 
Severer trial... A messenger brings news 
That yesterday by bridge of Tuln he crossed 
The Danube, followed by his valiant troops. 
Full eighteen thousand soldiers, banners flying. 
The Vizier's head is promised to their swords, 
And Islam conquered, all the East revives j 
Fair Greece, regaining honour, glory, pride, 
Shall ope her gates to liberty from plain 
Of Marathon to Sparta. 

MYRRHA. 

The Orient free ? 
X> Yakoub ! speak once more. A noble future 
Gleams bright before me; 'neath thy words I see 
My country rising from her darksome grave... 
Thy voico prophetic lends mo hope and life, 



And should indeed my death atone the avowal, 
Whioh may offend... to thee I give my soul! 

CRIES, bard wiiko.u 

Allah! 

HAIDEE, ■prroaeblBf 

'Tis Selim comes! 

MYRRHA. 

Ah me ! and must 
I bear his hated presence? 

SGENE IV 
THE SAME; SELIM; &OLM&ns I. iu fcxtgnani. 



Christians, awayl 

MYRRHA. 

Yakoub and Mauro, stay ! 

SELIM. 

Ye both have heard mo? 

MYRRHA. 

By what authority command'st thou here ? 

SELIM. 

I pray thee pardon my surprise ; but here 

I see two strangers, enemies of Allah ; 
Thou seemest to forget. 



MYRRHA. 

Two captives such 
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As we... (r« ik« soUton). Ho! guard this cavalier. I ' 
To hear him. As for thee, O Solim, seek 
Some Utter way to show a due respect 
Unto thy master's sister ! 

SELIH, arid-. 

Due respeot I 

MYRRHA. 

What brings thee here? 



The Vizier's urgent call 
From forests of Moravia, wherein 
1 thought to seize a flying Emperor, 
The tyrant Leopold, I come to take 
Vienna by assault. A river of blood 
Alone can quench that brazier, once aflame. 
Thou seest if Myrrha's brother well I serve. 

MYRRHA. 

Thou serv'st him, Selim, thou of thy rude horde 
The worthy chief, whose name means slavery 
And wrath. Yes, thou, the son of brave John Zrii 
Deliverer of the Magyar race! 

SELIM. 

Yes, sprung 
From Arpad, first among our kings, and now 
Sole scion of a race oppressed, I'm known 
As Selim-Gheray, last khan of Crimea. 
Fortune has named me to avenge my country : 
Adopted child of Islam, I obey 






\ 



ACT J. 13 

f No other law, and yield without a murmur 

L To that fatality which drives me on. 

I . Behold those walls surmounted by a crescent, 

The river at our feet ensanguined with 
Our blood : then ask how many severed heads, 
How many headless corpses strew its shores ! 
Behold that dungeon rising o'er the ramparts, 
Those spectres gathering as pur drums are heard** 
The long line of my ancestors mown down 
By clemency of Leopold, and now 
Pursuing him with clamorous cries for vengeance — 
~*That wild anathema which speaks their names 
O'ertops the clash of arms, the cannon's roar ! 
The Orient has risen to punish : he 
Who strikes unjustly with the sword, shall by 
The sword be stricken. When power becomes perverse, 
Tyrannical, inhuman, 'tis the right 
Of all enslaved peoples to break their chains. 
By me Vienna 's doomed to wrath divine ; 
Naught shall remain, not even the blackened ruins, 
That when the absent Kaiser shall return 
To seek the site, not one trace shall be found. 

YAKOUB. 

Is 't then to quench thy fiery thirst for vengeance 
Thou blastest thus both soul and mind, thus mak'st 
Whole nations expiate one man's dark sin ? 
Dost thou not fear, O Selim, lest the hand 
Of God may grave upon thy forehead seal 
Of fratricide ? Why goest thou not to beg 
The Magyar Tokoli, to invoke my King, 
* John Sobieski, as arbiter 'twixt thee 
And Caesar ? 



• \ 



U THE SIEGE OF VIENNA 

SELIH. 

Sobieski, as arbiter 
'Twixt us and Caesar ! By what right, what title ? 
Behold this parchment signed at Presburg : read ! 



Can this be so ? Bight hundred doomed to death ? 
And this long list of banished ? 



From bis car 
Of victory 1 snatched it. Such his pardon, 
And such bis glorious deeds !... Thou art a child ! 
Thou knowest not that man inflexible 
As cruel. Mercy is a heavenly flower 
Whose perfume ne'er exhales from heart corrupted. 
He, just ? the assassin I He, magnanimous ? 
The base poltroon ! When, by a generous error, 
My father had adopted him, and from 
A child had made him man, prince, Emperor, 
What did he soon as crowned, the child become 
The judge ? He turned upon his benefactor, 
As traitor and deserter caused his blood 
To flow; my mother died of bitterest grief; 
And then my sister... in this flood she sank 
Beneath the brutal ravisher's foul gaze... 
But why revive the torments of my soul ? 
When can I lead him to the Seven Towers, 
To show the scarecrow monster to the crowd, 
And nail his head upon the portal's front ! 

HTRRHA. 

Nay, God will ne'er permit so fell a deed ! 



SELIM. 

Your God was ever accomplice unto tyrants. 

TAKOUB. 

We rest on surer hope than yonder rampart. 

SELIM. 

ts 't Leopold ? Vile slave, didst oec him flee f 

TAKOUB. 

Were I to breathe to thee the noble name 
My father bears, pagan chief, thou det fall 
With humbled visage prone upon the earth 1 

SBLIK. 

Some serf obscure, somo vagabond as thou... 
Thou art some spy that serv'at thy king for hire 1 

YAKOUB, wiling (•word. 

Thou liest, on my soul ! 

SELIM, lo Ui tollaacn. 

Close up. Die, traitor 1 

MYHRHA. 

Back all ! in name of the Vizier, your master. 
Yakoub, give mo that steel... Thou Sclim, stay I 
Is 't thus thou treadeet honour under foot 
And strik'eta captive?... Brother, pardon him; 
This renegade is all unworthy of 
Thy knightly valour 1 

SELIM. 

This is past endurance ! 
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Beware, O Myrrha ! That which thou wilt not 
Ulow to love, fell hate can take, let good 
3r ill befall us I As a Magyar love 
'. thee, but as a Tartar I can hate ! (to T.twk}. 
Id ! join thy tribe... But, by the noble blood 
)f Arpad, all ye giaours shall hear amid 
The battle's cries John Zrini's fatal name... 



SCENE V 
THE SAME; ANCHAR »-*■« «i <* «• wm of ike thw 

ANCHAR. 

2han-Sellm!... 

SELIH. 

Who is 't calls ? 
hauho. 

'Tie thy lieutenant. 

AN C H AH, a pap" i» "• ■»■■■■ 

7hts secret message from the rehel city, 
}y Staremberg unto the Kaiser sent, 
lath fallen in our hands. 

SliLIM, piling II U Muro. 

Read on, what is't ? 

MAURO, nxl<. 

' No single day to lose," the count here writes. 

SELIH. 

'he message is exact ! 



r""» f "IB 
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ACT I. 
ANCHA.R. 

And the reply 
Is prompt as flashing steel. 

MAURO, rra*. 

" To-morrow, then I" 
Signed "I, Grand Vizier. H 

SELIM. 

Is that all ? 
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ANCHAR. 



r 
i 



Look, lower ! 



MAURO, ratdi. 

" Selim can choose a Christian messenger. " 

SELIM, to Yakoob. 

His will be done... Approach ! 

YAKOUB. 

What wishest thou ? 

SELIM. 

Give thanks unto the Prophet who permits '„ 
That thou shouldst fly my hatred and contempt. 
Dost wish thy liberty ? 

YAKOUB. 

Who, I ! my freedom ? 
But at what price ? Far better death with honour 
Than life with infamy. 
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BELIlf. 

What haughty fiend 
tath breathed upon thy soul ? Repress the pride 
'hat fires thy Polish blood, and answer frankly : 
tost wish thy liberty f 

YAKOUB. 

Say on. 

SB LIU. 

Thou'lt take 
his message, with our chiefs reply, to him 
Vho governs now Vienna... At this price 
here forgive thy ransom. 

MYRRHA. 

Fare thee well, 
emember Myrrha. Anchar will conduct 
hee to the city walls... Be free ! 

YAKOUB, tola* 



MAl'IIO, prurtit lili hind. 

Ve meet again, I hope. Announce unto 
he Viennese your father Sobieski. 

SCENE VI 
THE SAME, eictpi Yakoub. 
MYRTIII A , l«oU*f titer him. 

isten, O Selim ! Why shouldst thou desire 
is death ? Tis my will he should live. Be ' 



Remember well the Vizier's sons who dared 

To love bis chief sultana, Fatima. 

The Bosphorus received three nameless corpses 

Thou'rt known as his adopted son ; beware ! 

Or by the wise Mohammed, Osman, or 

St. Stephen, for the head of Yakoub, thine 

Shall fall... 



Say no more, enough 
Thou oomprehendest, fare thee well 1 And Selin 
Until we both shall stand before our God, 
Thou ne'er shouldst see my face again. 



SCENE VII 

8ELIM; ANCHAR. 

SELIM. 

Thou sees 
She drives me hence. 

ANCHAR. 

With insult on her lips 

SELIM. 

What interest binds her to this captive youth ? 
Dost know ? 

ANCHAR. 

And has thine own heart told thee nc 
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SBLIM. 

Nothing. 

ANCHAR. 

He is her lover. 

BBLIM. 

That vile slave? 



The King of Poland's son I - 

selih. 

Speak on ! 

ANCHAR. 

Whilst thou 
Wast absent, chance revealed his royal birth: 
And also, that they' secret converse held 
Each evening 'neatb this cross... 

SELIM, dri-iij kit d>|ftr. 

His blood, or thine I 

ANCHAR. 

The Grand Vizier approaches... 
BE LI II. 

Thus escapes 
The traitor ! 

ANCHAR. 

No 1 I go with him... one word. 
And I will strike him... 



frrr r -^-v;^ 



ACT I 21 

SELIM. 

Seest thou well the words 
Deep graven on this poniard's glittering blade ? 

AN CHAR, readf. 

" Selim-ben-Zrini from the mountain Emir. " 

SELIM. 

To what it toucheth, giveth it a death 
As sure as doth the aspic's fatal tooth. 

ANCHAR. 

The poison of the Upas-tree is prompt; 
A strange pain rends the head, a senseless laugh 
Is on the lips, and tears stand in the eyes; 
A stony sleep soon stills the beating heart... 

SELIM. 

Go then ! 'tis thou must bear the Vizier's firman... 

ANCHAR. 

I comprehend... And this bright weapon? 

SELIM. 

Hold! 
He dieth, or thy days are numbered... Go ! 

(Aiektr depart*. ) 

* • • - . 

SCENE VIII 

The Vizier KARA-MUSTAPHA ; SELIM; GIAFFAR; 

Pashas, Suite. 

vizier. 
Rise, Selim ! Heralded by glorious fame, 
Thy prompt return presages victory. 



}>■ 



•HE SIKUE OP VIENNA 

t to our race, I love thee as 
iys ready stand to hear 
ire the air is freer, and 

i ample. 



Vizier 91 Mohammed, 
line exemplar in all things, 
hat Leopold had left his poet, 
reedom to a shameful flight. 
nt of the Magyars, Slaves, 
twenty million men crushed do 
id), I say, I saw him crouch 
> chariot, and by 
ighty spouse, who hopes to be 
in endless line of Caesars. 
>usand fugitives were seen 
m, led by Co lion its, 
h an owlet's visage... He 
that incubus shall have 
npense!... But thou dost wish 
lit? My chief, I stand here ready... 
iold to flee away 
is of his Moravian woods, 
; thee twenty thousand men, 
s for thee to order their 
nth. But let us march at once, 
needs but one grand effort 



le Prophet consecrate j 



i 



ACT I. 
SELIM. 

I came for an 

Assault, and not to keep a feast ! 

VIZIER. 

And I 
Obey the Sultan ; thou obeyest me. 

SELIM. 

To let thee lose a day, would be to let 
The Sultan be betrayed. 

VIZIEfc. 

Repress these bursts 
Of pride which wound thy chief. 

SELIM. 

Send off this crowd. 

n VIZIER. 

Oiaffar, let all depart ! 

(l'be Piihu lad Silt* |o out.) 

SCENE IX 

THE VIZIER; SELIM. 



SELIM.': 

1 pray thee pardon the sincerity 

Of one who loves above all truth. Three months 

Are passed since Allah signified to us 

Vienna must be mine, and then comes Rome I" 
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The ramparts shattered He, no help is left, 
And yet Vienna stands as at the first. 
Three hundred thousand soldiers, full of zeal 
And hatred, wait the signal. Shall their hope 
Be vain ? No time is this for festal shows ; 
First conquer, triumph after ! Solyman, 
That wondrous hero, full a century 
. Ere thou wast born, did medidate beneath 
These walls the conquest of the Roman city. 
He planned theassault; but meantime, Charles the Fifth, 
That favourite of fortune, roused the West. 
The Emperor marched ;'the Sultan blinded, dazed 
With radiance of his glory, loosed the prey 
And left to him the victory without 
A combat. If thou tarriest longer here. 
Then fear to fly as he, for all that Charles 
The Fifth once was, is John the Third to-day; 
The lion of the North, the desert wind 
Invincible: by him " the Valiant "eaid ^A.f^^ 
Defeat for thee is possible : for ihea \ 

Defeat is sentence sure of death. 



Thou dreamest 1 That old lion of the North, 
Bowed 'neath the weight of years and wide renown, 
Will never even think to lead from Poland 
An army here. Besides, the ten years truce 
Must bar his way. 

BBLIH. 
That truce expires to-morrow. 
To-morrow comes he hero. Awake, O Vizier, 
The peril is extreme. Beware 1 Beware ! 



~--jr 
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ACT I. 



55 






VIZIER. 

Let them beware who brave me ! Read this paper. 

The Serbs, the Lombards, for a certain price, 

This night will ope to me the gates, and then, 

Without a combat, will the Austrian crown 

See shining in our hands its brightest jewel. 

The Candian island had for chiefs Beaufort 

« 

And Lascaris ; its forts and harbour seemed 

Impregnable. Bat surer means than fire, 

Than guns and sword, soon won the place for us. — 

But thou shalt read the depths within my soul ! 

'Tis Paris that I crave, the heavenly skies 

Of Spain, and Rome, with gardens green upon 

The banks of Tiber, spring, eternal spring, 

To rock me and inebriate with bliss. 

The climax of my life once reached, I wish 

To live indeed, to found in Italy 

An independent throne whose base shall be 

The undivided West. Mine empire vast 

Shall stretch from Mossoul to the Ebro's mouths, 

Where reigned our ancestors. And such the end 

For which through sleepless nights I've toiled in thought, 

For which I've gathered here the Asian hordes 

That, urged by fear, march on to conquer this 

Old West, whose jealous princes are no more 

The shepherds of their people, but the wolves ! 

And now thou better know'st the hopes that fire 

My haughty soul : for me, Vienna 's nothing; 

I will' have Europe in its whole extent ! 

Expanded 'neath the yoke, my fetters riven, 

My fortune leads me on to rule the world. 

9 



learUto bear me up, 
soul, in short, like thine. 

SELIH. 

,rini ; what wouldst thou 

VIZIER. 

ilt serve my love, Selim, 

ng! 

SELIH, »'Hc 

His love ! 

VIZIER. 

The diadem, 
d of gold which falls accursed 
sacherous Hapsburg at the feet 
be for thee. 'Tis I 
thy brow, but thou must lend 
Sultan aids us with the gold 
JiEsar's treasury; and he 
rule, and thou, the fair Belgrade, 
1!... What thinkest thou, my soi 

SELIM. 

reat is Allah ! Worthy will 
) name thou giv'st, and here 
ilood ! May IshmaVjie «l J 
ten all thy thoughts ! 

VIZIER. 

But here 
What his errand ? 



* ACT I. 27 

SCENE X 

THE SAME; GIAFFAR; HAIDEE. 
GIAFFAR. 

Chief, thy bride, 
Fair Myrrha ready stands to wear the ring 

« 

Of her espoused lord. 

VIZIER. 

Tell- her, her wishes 
Commands are to us all. 

(Exit Haifae. — To Selim.) 

And thou, my son, 
Unto thy hero write, the valiant King 
Of Poland, that, on payment of one thousand 
Good golden ounces, he shall have from me 
A band of twenty thousand slaves. The love 
He bears his people and his mourning land, 
Should speak within his heart more loudly than 
His pride ; if he persist in fighting, 'tis 
At peril of his life ; and he shall see 
Us one day march into his capital... 
Thy hand ! Some moments now of prayer and love; 
This eve, at Myrrha's side, I'll look for thee. 

* (Eiit, wilk GLffar »od Suite.) 

SCENE XI 

SELIM, iIom. 
He asks for gold when he needs victory !... 
And Myrrha!... Myrrha, his espoused wife!... 
Never!... Ah ! whither leads this jealous rage ? 
In vain I writhe within my burning chain; 



1 
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I would be free, but- dare not. Shall I then 
Have sold my blood, my faith, my soul, have won 
The names of renegade and traitor, but 
To flaunt my shame on his triumphal car, 
And throw my loved one in my rival's" arms ? 
Shall 'I, John Zrini, give Vienna such 
A master?.:. Anchar must I seek; perchance 
This very night Mustapha may be crushed 
Beneath my heel, and I once more hold firm 
My vengeance lapsing in his drivelling hands. 
What sound is that ?... Instead of clarion, 
The chant- of muezzins, wedding choruses!... 
; Come, let us strike ! How soon would cries of death 
Replace those festal sounds!... He pressed my hand... 
He called me, son..; I tremble at that name... 
'Tis o'er ! Alone remains to me despair, 
And death, without my vengeance. . . Pardon, . father. . . 

CHORUS OF MUEZZINS, in lent at bark of scene. 

Come, Allah's roses, sweetly sing! 

Let holy brightness wreathe 
The Prophet's head ; and perfumes bring , 

Ye beauteous maids that breathe 
Of Paradise the heavenly air J 
Sing, Allah's roses youDg and fair. 

(The door opens, Sefim starts back.) 
A MUEZZIN, on the threshold . 
All glory to Ayesha's SOn ! (Cannon heard.) 

SELIM. 

To die ! 
I've said it ! What remains but death ? O Son 
Of Mary, thine my blood... 

(lie fulls before lue cross in the foreground.) 

I am accursed ! 



v * 






ACT ir ' 

THE BETROTHAL 






THE VIZIER, «..e* ... . di.un; «» kin MYRRHA, trfM 
(ori-Miii c«i UM ); HAIDEE; LEILA; Dervishes, Harem 
Roys, Women Slaves; » m* b.agnw.,1, MAURO.. 



(Song of the Bird. ) 
"O flower of spring:, I love ihy lips or rose. 

Thy balmy breath ; 
Soon after summer come the frosts of death 1 
Women and (lowers but Heeling charms disclose, 

Their day soon done..." 
Thus sang the bird, just wakened by the Run. 

And said the -flower : "If my beauty gleams 

But one short day, 
That' day is worlh a month of autumn grey." 
O let us gather then the brightest beams 
That joy can give; 
■ FAir maids and fragrant Ilowcrs, for love we live. 



-m 



30 THE SIEGE OF VIENNA 

VIZIER. 
And such the fchant of Saadi, singer sweet 
Of roses; such tteir fate: scarce born to-day, 
And fading ere the night. Come, let us haste ; 
The flower of our love but slowly blooms... 
Thy soul hath borrowed from the genii wings, 
And seemeth following some mystie dream, 
Some echo of celestial harmony. 

(a* ..m-wr. Nfnki'. t, a .) 

I glory in thy beauty, peerless pearl; 

1 love thy shining locks, thy coral lip, 

Thy queenly form that sways as gracefully 

As palru-troo mid the breeze in southern isles. 

Aurora has thy tints ; I would pluck out 

The stars from heaven to scatter 'ncath thy feet. 

MYRRHA. 

Vizier, lama slave. 

VIZIER. 

Tis true, but till 
To-night!... Olist! I found thee at Stamboul, 

A friendless subject ; but to-day, a queen. 
My heart's own idol, roignest thou : no dream, 
Caprice nor folly, fleeting wish of thine, 
But I can find the speedy means to change 
For thee to marvellous accomplishment... 
To-morrow, as my bride, the conquered kings 
Shall serve thy lightest fancies on their knees ; 
Upon thy forehead pure, the living throne 
Of poetry. I place the fairest gems, 
Light-flashing diamonds of India... 
Thy palace in my camp, all wrought of silk. 



i 
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And gold, shall far outshine the famous mosque 
With silver cupolas : the sounding lute, 
And clouds of incense sweet are thine.. .What wouldst 
Thou more?... 

MYBRHA. 

I? nothing!... But I am a slave!... 

VIZIER, flili Iim bit rl»[. 

To-morrow thou art free !... This talisman 
ts thine; and by the Prophet's ring I swear, 
In spite of Allah's curse if rash the vow. 
The whole world shall be thine; I yield because 
1 love thee!... 

HTRHHA. 

Go, I will remember. 

VIZIER. 

Two 
There are who rule me, Mahmoud and the Sultan ; 
A thousand times would I give both the throne 
Of Islam and the Prophet's heaven, for one 
Sweet word of hope, one smile of love. 

UYXRHA. 

Of hope?... 
A flower, broken ere it saw the day ; 
Of love? I love no more, since they have slain 
My mother. 

VIZIER 

Why this cold disdain, these, words 
Of bitterness? Canst thou have had some dream 
Like unto that with which the angel Eblis 



SIEGE OF VIENNA 



Hath frighted me in sleep? Who can «xplai 

Its lowering menace? 



To .slaves from Athens 
This art familiar. Speak: I will reply. 



It was a festal evening at Stamboul. 
The sun had set; the glories -of the night 
With flaming splendour of the twilight strove. 
Each mountain and each palace bathed in light- 
Above the giant mosque a crescent shone 
Upon whose outstretched silver blazed the name 
Mohammed, traced in signs of flaming gold. 
That name, reflected from the cupola 
That triply orowns the lofty pile, did form 
Around the dome a mighty aureole. 
And there was Stamboul, glowing with the heat 
Of rapt devotion, singing praise to Allah : 
When suddenly I see the calm-browed sago, 
The Prophet'Issa. Ho advances, lifts 
One hand on high, with heavenly love looks down 
Upon the crowd who haste to kiss the hem 
Of his long, snowy tunic; he has crossed 
The threshold, and the prostrate people cry : 
"All glory to the Son of Mary !" Then, 
The lightning cleaves the sky as flaming sword 
Of Gabriel, archangel. Shivered drops 
The crescent, which the waves extinguish with 
A thundering sound asy if a world had fallen. 
- The earth is trembling -ncath the breath of God, 



F 



act n. 

The sea has fled, the howling winds arise, 
And Stamboul is on firo ! I lift my head. 
From out the blazing city swiftly rises 
A white-winged eagle like a new-made sun, 
Scattering sheaves of sparks; and day reborn 
Shines full upon a golden cross, where late 
Tho crescent gleamed ; one only temple standi ; 
And loudly shouts the crowd as if a voice 
From heaven : "All, glory give to Mary's Son!" 
A frightful dream ! I see it yet — the pile, 
The eagle, and the blazing «ross of gold; 
They stand before me..-, there!... 



The Arab signs 
May be consulted, or the words of some 
Chance pious verse (»« ™.d.).Thc Prophet says, "All dies 
And God alone is great ; a festival 
Accursed shall end in blood!" 

TIZIBR. 

O leave alone 
The Koran 1 Little do I care for omens ; 
" What must be, must," the sages say... And none 
Can hopte lo shun his fate, for Azrael 
May strike us at a feast, by day, in battle, 
By night, amid our joys ■ and what is death 
But quiet sleep that knows nor grief nor fear? 
Let us but love each other!... Hope deceives, 
And faith is but a reed that bends before 
The blast ;— and glory? miserable die !— 
And friendship? vile deceit... The whole not wtf-t^C 
The lightest leaf that lends the soothing py>«_ 
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roust incense ; grandest strokes ot 
ght but fortunate crimes. Be mine 
this wine, a happy blending of 
es of Cashmere and Yemen's perfu 
yrrha, an Athenian melody, 
of that fair land which gave thee t 

UYRHHA, 

I obey!... This lyre has thrill 
ny mother's heart ; list you, my fri 
ir antique song. 

HAIDEE, brine »K Iha Ijns 

And thou wilt 
unto these brazen chords? 



n our captives ? 

HAIDEE, tt-tt M Kj-rti. 

'Mong those valiant 
5 not one refuses unto thee 
: his blood and life. 

MVRRHA. 

Bid them come 
ril is extreme. 



HiVIM ntdliUM.) 

country, where are now the days wl 
Aphrod itc-A s (art e , 



ACT II, 

Rose sweet and fair the Ionian waves above. 
And brought thee liberty?... 

O Athena, rise ! thy warriors all are slaves ; 

Seest thou thy Parthepon, with Germans, Sclaves, 
Vile bandit chiefs for kings? ■** 

O Lacedasmonl where the strong, Ihe free, 

Leonidas, and his brave hundreds three, 
Whom Clio proudly sings ? 

No, no I The soul must live while blood yet flows ; 

Her glance with passion warms, 
Her prostrate form with new-born beauty glows, 

Stretched forth her lovely armsl 
Fair Greece awakes, "To arms ! to arms!" she crii 
"From sleep of slavery and death arise ! 

Your banners all are blest. 
Avenge my tears In base barbarian blood, 
O Hellenes I victors, martyrs 'nealh the flood, " 

My children still you rest I" 

^MAURO, laltmiptlai tor. 

OMyrrha!... 

VIZIER, 

Back! 
She chants a bold Ionian hymn. As dear 
To me the magic harmonies that fill 
Thy song, as murmuring breeze and lapse of Wave* 
That mingle in the spring with perfumes sweet 
In gardens of the Bosphorus... Sing on ! 

MYRRHA. 



■.» ! As grand as were your noble sires, 
Remount your vessels' decks I 
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Relumo on every cope your beacon fires 

■ To light yo'jr enemies' wrecks. 
Suli's leopards, leap from cleft and den ! 
Yo grasp the lightning : blast from human 1 

Oppression's fatal tree. 
United, you are slrong! Ah I let the crow 
Tell all the world its gauds are but vile dro 

Wilhout true liberty I" 



O Lord ! We humbly pray thee to fulfil 
The holy prophecy. 



Tis well !... Israel 
Upon the advent of Messiah counts ; 
Byzantium from thy race a sovereign hopes ; 
I so believe, for so 'tis written... But, 
A joyous lay suits better with thy voice 
Than rebel chant... The lady Fatima, 
Like thee most young and fair, at Stamboul f 
One hour forgot her duty, and her fate 
Thou wilt remember ! Dark tho night, and bis 
The waves ; a spectral skiff glides silently : 
The waters part and the abyss ingulfs 
The criminal and her crime. 



Thou murdcrci 

VIZIER. 

Hut thou, thou lovest mo, as I well know ; 

Yet shouldsl thou e'er betray, thou foil owes t her !. 



Como, Allah's roses ! fling aside your veils ; 
While singing of the stars, intone the prafse 
Of two supreme delights, of youth and love : 
For Myrrha roigns to-day... to-morrow, glo 



(Song of the Star.) 
Allah reigned alone in darksome space, 

Alone and sad ; 
He made the flowers of heaven the shies I 
The deeps were stirred as Eva forth he bat 

Blest Eden's flower, 
And earth, through love, was living from i; 

VIZIER, offer,.* m cap 10 Sljrrhi. 

To love and thee... 



SGENE II 
THE SAME; GIAFPAR. 
BIAFFAR. 
. My lord 1 

VIZ I EH. 

What wilt thoi 

GIAFFAR. 

Beneath the German city's cursed walls,. 
A Christian prisoner, who bore thy scroll, 
Has wounded unto death a Moslem aga. 
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GIAFFAR. 

The same whom Selim 
With safe delivery of thine answer ai 
Vienna's gates. 

MTRRHA, km dewaib. c 

Tis Yakoub! 

VIZIER. 

And he 

Escaped ? 

GIAFFAR. 

My guards have seized him, 
This. dagger found upon him. 

MYRRHA. 

Hoavon ! 

VIZIER. 



SCENE III 

THE SAME; YAKOUB, 

YAKOUB, perc-Ting M.nk 

Myrrha ! 

MTIIIUIA, ifil.cj brief 

Spoak not! 

VIZIER. 

la this 



ACT II. 

GIAFFAR. 

Tis he! 

VIZIER. 

Thou slave ! a due obeisance : 
Unto this sacred emblem ! 

YAKOUB. 

Never yet 
Have I bowed down except before my 

VIZIER. 

Well, choose thy punishment ; by ste 

YAKOUB. 

But little do' I care!... 

VIZIER. 

Wilt thou fr 
Of deadly torture snatched, bo throw) 
The lions of tho desert? 

HYRRHA. 

Oh! beware 



My handsome Daniel, they arc hungr 



King Balthazar, my days, as thine, a 
In heaven... 



VIZIER. 

Thy name ? 



THE 


IBGE OP VIKNNA 




YAKOUB, m 




Yakoub, the son of Marie 




VKIER. 




Yakoub. 


Klghtee 





1 



Approach; and what thy country ? 

YAKOUB. 

ing from out a poople who fearnot 
far life to God for noble ends. 

VIZIER, Hi Ujr-m. 

slave has courage 1 



Never will thy pride 
ive make of a folc ! 



My dream!... 'Twas he!... 
■oe 1 I here consent ; take off his chains. 
ady have Appaffi, Kantemir, 
is, Cantacuzene, powerful princes, 
flower of Roumania, Serbia, 
Hungary, the leaguo Ragusan left; 
.Id mine almes, daughters of your kings ; 
r blood as thine is tinted by the rose... _ 
; live with us, and join thy cause with ours ? 
,ke the offor fairly; master of 



Thy fate, such in the price at which I 
Myself regret condemning thee to det 
It is for thee to choose. 

YAKOUB. 

What, P sen 
I, dwell with traitors? I, who with th 
Of my forefathers have inherited 
Their love of country and qE liberty, 
Shall I by base surrender stain my n; 
Thou canst not hope that I should st 
Such counsel raayst thou give to Sell 
Of Tartary, but I— far better death ! 
A Christian and a Pole, thou soon she 
If my blood wears the hue of thine I 
VIZIER. 



MYRRH A, tkrow. b™lf .1 in 

My lord, have mercy !... 

VIZIER. 

Why these 1 
Remember Fatimal... 

SCENE IV 
THE SAME; SELIM. a Band 

SELIM, In tb dnorwij 

Toar 



:ge of viejjn 

LYRRHA. 



it hath brought thee here, 
rm? 



Up, up I The King 
>Iose upon us ! 

VIZIER. 

But how ? By what 

BEL IK, 

i his vanguard; come! 
t to conquer now. 

riZIER. 

jstadt breaking guard? 
a torch be flung, 



May Azrael strike me. 
It, we seek our prey. 



im, young or old.. 



ACT II. 

YAKOUB. 

Thy victim; there behold thy dagger. 

SEL1M. 

And Anchar, slain ? 

GIAFFAR. 

By mo his lids were closed. 

SELIM. 

I wil^avenge him!.-. 

MYRRHA, itamriH btmU beftu* bin. 

Strike! But strike. me, if 



Keep thy promise : " Thine 
This talisman ; and by the Prophet's ring 
I swear, in spite of Allahs's curse if rash 
The vow, the whole world shall be thine ; 1 yield 
Because I love thee. " 

SELIM. 

Nothing can engage 
A true believer for a faithless giaour ! 



Selim', another word, and I will die 
With thee 1 



ii T0E SIEGE OP VIENN 

BEL III, 

O! spite ! thou lov'st him the 

IITBRHA. 

A captive, hence my brother. 

SCENE V 
THE BAME; ANC1IAR, bnwiM in. 



Vengeance 

ANCHAR, turning to liimwlf 

Am I... and what funereal sound awak 
Selim... behold... a subtile fire like hel 
Burna in my heart. _ 

VIZIER. 

The assassin, w 



VAKOl'B, ptlBltDg (a tht •*•)> 

Thou liest, pagan, thou shou 
Yon poniard, Selim'9, thine accomplice' 
Had I no right to traverse his design? 
But justice have I done in striking thus 
The assassin. 



ACT II. 
VIZIER, iIusik Anclurt hwdfal or m 

Thine, these hundred gol 
ANGHAR. 
Thoujestcst, Vizier! Gold, unto the dyii 
This poison eats my vitals I... 

VtZIER, lo K.u. . 

Save his li 
And thine shall bo this collar. 

ANCHAR. 

Back I I'll < 
As dies a true believer 'noath the sacred 
Standard... 

(He li |.Uu4 Iwneilb lb* lUMlildO 

My breast is burning... water 

VIZIER. 

A draught of Cyprian wine for this bravi 

(Syr,*. I 
AN CHAR. 

Away, thou slavo accursed ! Dost offer w 
Th'ou soest my blood which gushes 'ncal 
Such death as mine, bo thine... May All 
Thee thus, thou damned pagan i 

Thou well! this woman... is a demon... 
Thine evil genius ! 

(Il,i MfciKM It* ■OflilirJ »d bill ipoa Hie (lODud Wi 

Great Mohammed, giv 
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To us the ramparts promised us by Islam J... 
Once more unto the breach ! For whom that k 
Alas 1 the cross is triumphing I Yes, there, 
Amid the darkness... stands the conqueror : 
Yakoub... he comes... 'tis he... tby father... 
(h« blli .1 its Thkr'i 



Enough ! 



Vizier, 'tis o'er... the angel Azrael's fled. 
His soul's in paradise.. .£ 



Away, ye women [ 
Henoe, hence, and lot a martyr's honours be 
Bestowed on this believer. 

(Attliif U mrind dim, Sriim follow, kin. — Biidaa ml Ue tank i 



SCENE VI 
THE SAME; Goubt MALIGNY. 

MALIGNY. 

This for thee, 

VIZIER. 

A letter, and from whom ? 
MALI8NT. 



Louis the Great ! 



" The young Spbteski", 
Boar godson, by hia father sent unto 
Vienna is among your captives." Day 
Of Allah ! prosperous day ! Tis he ! 



For you alone.. 



" If still he lives, I offe 
For ransom of the royal youth, I, Loui 
The half of Austria.'" But for the King 
Most Christian, the half-ransom is not 
In liberality I may outdo 
His Majesty, and, our exchange accom 
I here bespeak an interview at Rome, 
On Tiber's storied banks. 



MALIGNY. 



The Orient is free. 



Europe is at 
s feet, the. East is mine. 



s God's... What answer to my master 



THE SIEfiE OF VIENNA 
VIZIER. 

ho shall hither come to hear mc s; 

MALIGNY. 

sonqueror of Rocroy's not the man 
vai t it long , 

VIZIEK. 

Now, talk to me of Pi 

st one day, as victor o'er the king 
master, there to dwell ; for Allah g 
)y this dervish, such assurance. 

MALIGNY. 



.rah chieftain, wilt invade our Fra 
e ancestors have tried it... witnesi 
re lie their bones by vultures gna' 
; be thy fortine if thy servile hord 
;ld ever dare approach our limits ; 
generous soil, that soil so rich in 
3 ever safe asylum to the vanquisl 
'or the oppressor naught holds but 
captive then relinquish ; true, mil 
wilt thou not, then seek us mid tl 

'VIZIER, craihiii a Bower. 

bear to Louis, named the Great, th 
flower-de-luce. . . 



MALIGNY,! 




F""- 



ACT II. 

SCENE VII 

' THE SAME; ««pl MALIONY. 
VIZIER. 

By heaven ! 
My wishes all are granted I Guard that man I 
Yakoub, 'tis thou that mid the German tents 
Must show to us this royal soion.. . Come, 
For Allah wills his death ! 



Blasphemer ! Thou 
Mayst kill me, but at least do not insult. 

VIZIER. 

A guest is wanting at the lions' banquet. 

MVRRHA. 
Nay, stay ! he must go free and live. 

-VIZIER. 

Diviner, 
These arrows take, and read the signs of fate. 



Pate sayeth : "ateel for steel, and blood for blood, 
And death for death.',' 

VIZIER, riling. 

Tbsn death to every giaour 



THE SIEGE OF VIENNA 



Barbarian ! strike mo then, for I too am 
A Christian. 

VIZIER. 

Child I thou wanderest in thy 
Thou ? Sister of Mohammed ? 

MVRRHA. 

I Myrrha 
Lascaris, can for thy proud lord feel naught 
But horror and contempt ; to me, he's but 
The stepson of Ayesha, Jewess fell, 
Whose cunning, jealous rage, did minister 
Unto my mother poison 1 1 the ransom 
For such a deed — the daughter of the Ukra 
The child of Athens ? Strike ! I death await 
With soul of Polish maiden, since to die 
SufTjceth to win liberty. O fool t 
Didst deem that I could live to be thy mate, 
The accomplice of my mother's murderer? 
Strike home ! I wait my share of punishment 

VIZIER. 

Ah 1 1 will crush thee !... Giaffar, venge thy 1 

YAKOUB. 

Let my blood here suffice, for 'tis my King's. 

VlZIEB. 

What, thou his son ? 

YAKOUB. 

lam. 



ACT II. 
VIZIER. 

O Alia 
Art kind ! Behold them in my grasp, himi 
Hia people, and his race. Wert thou buta 
Of aimple soldier, thou raightst be exchai 
But son of such a hero, unto us 
Thy life becomes a danger. By what sign 
May I indeed be sure that thou-art aon 
Of King Sobieski ? 

. YAKOUB. 

By, my courage. 

VIZIER. 

True 
This Yakoub has his master's heart ; but 
Your people may bo found a thousand loi 
Pretenders, who all claim from Jaghellou 
Descent. 

YAKOUB, UDCOUIing i wli.18 «.<glr on b'i 

Well then, by this device! 

VIZIER. 

An eag 
That hides and cowers ! 

YAKOUB. 

Liar ! Here bohol 
It radiant, and free from stain... 

(TliB match of SM.lf.lu t« ktird la Iba 

Dost her 
Those clarions? 
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"Via but the storm that 



Not sol It is the eagle's cry 
ctory that calls to combat. Look I 
the vast wing that sweepeth past tl 
rend the fragile barrier. 

«i got iilowi in Ilia will nl iha int| in iha dl 
lap, fill,. Mil..) 

Dost see 
Ugh yonder fluttering breach the Pt 
lieroes of the Hold of Chooim, pass 
'art the horizon ? Vizier, thou wilt I 
e hussars, rocking waves of glitterh 
ndled by the sun 1 My father says 
if the skies were tottering on their 
,e hardy lances would suffioe to hoi 
Hup I Behold the banner, red and w 
ours I Oyes, 'tis he, the snow- whit* 
oleslas, which from its eyrie as 
under-olap will fall upon your heads 

VIZIER. 

ana of great Mohammed, to Vienna I 



YAKOUB. 

Lo! too late! Thou sha! 
battered like that standard. Ah, Viz 



ACT II. 

Thoutromblcst! There thy conqueror, sou!.., 06 
1 but mine arms ! In John Sobieski's name 
I bravo you and defy; but you must see 
I am his son 1 

VIZIER. 

Thou art indeed... To fight. 
Ye faithful, be prepared ! 

(Hi |i>M hunt ■ bluk ihMt tl|H(l -Ilk b.. ml). 

Now write r " In nam* 
Of Osman and Mohammed Fourth, to thee, 
King John Sobteski ! If thou wilt hear terms, 
To-morrow twenty thousand prisoners 
Are free; I wait an answer by thy son : 
If not, then'will our cannon send their heads 
To thee as balls.— Kara-Muajapha, Vizier." 

MYRRHA. 

All powerful Godl 

yiziBR. 
This festival will close 
In blood.. . 

(*>«.■«). 

As sign of pardon, bear to him 
This sword. 

(E. I*. H M* H bntk.). 

Another ! This seems better temper 
Thus will I break the union of your kings ; 
To-morrow we will say, " Vienna's ours. " 

Now' go!... 

YAKOUB. 

The prey of pagans! Rather death 
Than slavery!... 
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VIZIER. 

A cross will soon subdue 
This savage virtue!... Call Maligny. 

(ml If ny ii brought bict lij S.'llm). 

Give 
This message to his King; thou answerost 
To me for him? 

YAKOUB. 

I answer for myself 1 

VIZIER. 

Then go. To arms ! With Selim I await 
Thee in an hour! 

(At t lifio orsi.rik., Mum gut oit; lUunb in t»»in* out M,frtu gl 

Her Iks tcroll from M.lifnj.) 

SCENK VIII 
VIZIEE; MYRRHA. 



Well ! this young Yakoub, thou 
Dost wish that he should live ? He shall. I yield 
Consent unto thy generous desires. 
Through pity thou defend'at these giaours whom 
1 hate; my. victory I suspend; and soon, 
I hope, at price of ample ransom, I 
May send them to his father ; master of 
The world, I yield through love for thee; but thou 
In thy turn must a grace accord; when chants 
The herald of the day, at earliest dawn, 



The crown and veil of Fatiraa thou must 
Assume... 

MYRRHA. 



If within an hour 
Yakoub has not returned, the Christian camp 
Well mined, will leap into the air ; and if 
To-morrow King Sobieski should attempt 
Reprisals, to that ring, as wedding gift 
I add the head of old SobieskiVson. 

(nit. — C«™.*»! hnri wiiLMt.) 

SCENE IX 
MYRRHA, •'<». 

Go, follow thine accursed destiny! 

What see I? France applauds our projects. Ah! 
Yakoub shall live. My love was just. My heart 
Did tell me of his royal birth. How proud, 
How noble did he look, when with one word, 
The name of his great father, he abased 
Their vaunting souls. O son of Sobieski, 
I love thee and I envy I... Yes, he must 
Be rescued, even at risk of death or of 
Dishonour... Perish thou, my love, as fades 
The opening blossom, gathered ere the dawn. 
Before the sun, the happy lover, drinks 
Its perfumed incense... Worthy of him will 
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1 be ! For him I die, for him who loves 
Me not. To work!..: enough of tears! 

i'i'in piluatn uur by lb* bnwkal fctck of itnt.) 

SCENE X 
MYRRHA, MAURO, Pribohebs. 

HTHRHA. 

My friends, 
The hour has struck ! Our brothers, fellow slave* 
From Paros, Cyprus, and from Crete, wait but < 
The signal to arouse the echoes with 
Their songs of liberty... The sons of France 
Are with us ; do ye swear to follow mo ? 

PRISONERS. 



May this day give us all deliv'rance 1 
Within their camp we'll burn our tyrant masters. 

PRISONERS. 

Where find we swords to arm us ? 

MYRRHA. . 

In their hands ! 

A PRISONER. 

United, we must conquer. 

MAURO. 

Hope in God ! 




b shall yet bo saved ! I go to tell 
ther that all Christian Greece implores 



phiboners. 



This ring will guide me tl 

MAURO, Hide. 

i list I still remain a stranger toward 
ild?... Her heart, I fear me, would bet 
e, my country, yet thie sacrifice 
to thy welfare!... and to-morrow 
ancient splendour shall be thine once n 
(* 

SCENE XI 

MYHRHA, «i-«. 
irt throbs high with ecstasy : the soul 
entire people penetrates 
ng! I am free at last I Mustapha 
lie ; and at that moment must the King 

the panic-stricken multitude. 

day may I undermine the plots 
ints, 'venge mine ancestors, my brcthre 
lie in chains, my mother, and my count: 
r akoub to his father, and then dio 
. O children of fair freedom, haste 
, and second my design ; and you, 



58 THE SIEGE OF VIENNA -' 

The sons of glory, stifle in my breast 

My slavish terrors and my woman's love! 

O holy liberty ! to the* my heart, 

My soul ! Athens, my cradle, banks or sweet 

Ilyssus, yours my blood, this young and warm 

Life bounding in my veins !... They come!... I see 

On yonder hills our brave deliverers. 

The haunters of my dreams. They strike the earth !.. 

It opens and sends forth a 'venging race... 

A martyred people bear their chains for arms, 

They strike their slayers... glory bo to you. 

Ye sons of Hellas ! Fall, proud Vizier, fall 

Beneath my hand ! Through me, to-morrow shall 

Two nations find their liberty. 

(She pitMi join ibj Tutor's *firitttp|,J 

SCENE XII 

(For large theatres ) 



The King JOHN SOBIESKI, ..itciiip* wh« ■>• mq; The: 
Grahd Hbtman STANISLAS IABLONOWSKI ; JEROME 
LUBOMIRSKI; The Duke DE CROY ; Polish and 
German Chiefs, The Kino's Escort, Hussars wHh 



My friends. 
Your weary steeds can scarcely stand ; our march 
Has been a long one, eight and twenty days ! 



The w^iy was rough : your garments strew the 
But in the Turkish camp to-morrow you 
Shall rest. Within a circling band of fire,- 
By Selim wrought, Vienna waits us now 
Two months; no time to lose. Count Lubomirs 
Convey unto Lorraine this missive. We 
Will follow soon. I wish to be the first 
To drink tho waters of the stream that laves 
. The walls of yonder city, widowed of 
Her rueful emperor. 

{Jerome djf.rU. — To Hie liiMd Heln: 

Good Stanislas, 
We must clear out these deep ravines. Lo there 
Turks in a vineyard? What will Allah say? 

DE CROY. 

'Tis Buda's Pasha, with his janissaries. 

JOHN. 

My children, there is matter fit to heal 
Our miseries ; an army, nay, a vast 
Seraglio, clad in silk and velvet! Let 
Us prove unto these pagans that we still 
The soldiers are of Chocim ! See, upon 
St Stephen's spire, the cj-escent which protects 
A Christian. church; the sign was placed there b 
Tho potent Solyman, who thus would savo 
The famous temple from the Moslem balls. 
Upon that tower, instead of golden crescent. 
We 'II place the snow-white eagle. On, once mor 
Ere night 1 must embrace my son ; our swords ' 
Shall victors be. Prophetic are my words. 



ACT III 



' CAMP OF CHARLES OF LORRAINE. 

rooded hilL — On the riglil, the chapel of St. Leap 



SCENE I 
1IARLES OF LORRAINE; JEROME LUBOM 

CHARLES. 

e noble hero comes to succour us, 
said the envoys from this realm and Rom* 



sft him at tho bridge, across the river; 
d by my voice, he thus responds unto 
ur message sent him yesterday : " Toll Chi 
at I am here , Vienna calls, and I 
ke no delay." 

CHARLES. 

Then is the city saved I 
mtjoie and St-Dcnis I He could not send 
happier message by a better herald ! 

JEROME, 
fair a speech from Charles of Lorraine duk 



o Emperor's own nephew ? 



r 



CHARLES. 

And his spoils 
The Queen, permitted hie departure? 

JEROME. 

Court 
And country spoke in turn for France and I, 
For Leopold and race of Charlemagne ; 
One day, the two envoys of Germany 
And Rome both sought the monarch's presence 
Said count Waldstein, " the Emperor save!" 
The Christian world ! " the prelate cried. Th< 
Replied by calling out the Polish diet. 
And thus an army found already mustered. 
He said ; " We go where glory waits us 'nea 
The ramparts of Vienna.' He departed, 
And now is here. The fair Queen, weeping, g 
. Unto her lord his arms, but he, all radiant, 
Did gently chide her for her fears. " 1 weep, 
Said Mprie, " and prostrate myself with this 
Thy second son, too young to go, before 
The pierced feet of Him, our martyred God ! 



A worthy mate for such a King ! her soul 
Is great indeed. When comes he hero J 



Thi 
With sixteen squadrons of the Polish van. 



The love of battle wings with eagles' pinions 
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Your soldiers" feot. Such warriors are rare 
In this our world : their mother, Poland, brings 
Them nobly forth, and gives them with her whei 
Her iron, and her glittering salt, an arm 
Of strength, a valiant heart, a spirit proud. 
And what a King commands them; energy 
And constancy are his, who needs of days 
But twenty-six to cross the space that lies 
'Tween Cracow and Vienna ; — where the tongu 
That first shall tell him of his son must be 
The messenger of death ! 

JEROME. 

The loftier 

The soul, the bitterer its grief. He 'd give 
As ransom for his son his good right hand. 
Now thrice has Poland wrought with her own bl 

The crescent's fall, the safety of the Cross. 

CHARLES. 

A debt wo must repay !... But hark, the camp 
Awakes upon the river's right! 

JEROUE. 

A shout 

Of triumph! 

. CHARLES. 

There, again! 

JEROME. 

Here comes the King 
Of Poland. 



■*w 



THE SAME; JOHN SOBIESKI; MALIC 
Princes. 

JOHN. 

Hail we here the son of 

CHARLES. 

All hail to Sobieaki '■—/ honoured narai 
That brings my heart more gladness th; 
Of Solyma did yield mine ancestor. 

JOHN. 

Duke Charles, still let us hope! to-nigh 
Grand Hetman lablonowski ; we, meanti 
Must all prepare to make sure our succt 
You are content? 

CHARLES. 

What Louis took fro 
Will John Sobieski, no less great, rest* 
Most proud am I to serve so famed a m. 

JEROME. 

tiount Maligny. 

JOHN. 

The French ambassadoi 
To see you here, is more than cause for 
'Tis victory! 

MALIGNY. 

'Tis known at Paris that 
You are that divas lover. 
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JOHN. 

But 
•e Cond4 and Turcnnc. 

MALIGNY. 

• The spouses tl 
fickle mistress... 

JOHN. 

I, perchance... 

MALIGNY, jIt« bloi • ™M. 

Tom: 
t favours sure, my King here offers y< 
ie Order of the Holy Spirit. 

JOHN. 

Ah! 
lis order bids me win ; 'tis nobly writ 
. answer it to-morrow. Dead in duran< 
r father's father leaves to me his veng 
id he shall have it. But I seekamong 
ese chiefs, who all have tendered i 

.other, whom I see not here, my son. 
if akoub wounded? Jerome... friend... P 
make no answer! 'Tis thy King who 
11 Mm that I await him here... Dishon 
i, no 1 he is my son 1 He then is dead ! 
t where and how ? 

JEROME. 

O punish me, ar 
ixorable... for your son's a captive. 






A captive, he ? miserable man I 
My Yakoub,. under thine own eyes... Doat see 
This mailed arm ? I gave to thee my son, 
And thou shalt answer unto me foe him. 

JERQUE. 



Pardon me I the glorious trade of war 
Obscuroth not, in high nor low, the love 
A man must feel toward him who is his hope. 
His son!... 

JEROME. 

May my best blood... 

JOHN. 

Nay, siicnco! L 
My soul lament... 

CHARLES. 

We should depart ! 

JOHN. 

Stay, frier 
These tears... who blames them? They will le 
The zeal becomes a soldier... We shall think 
Of aiy the safety of the' State requires. 
Out tell me how he died... as worthy son 
Of our dear country ? 

JEROME. 

lu the fight at Prcsburg, 
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■ in bia hand, ho lod the wrty 

ustadt's camp, and wounded f 
arrows... 



Wounded in the brea 

CHARLES. 
JOHN. 

n God be thanked ! The barbaro 
e, Stephen? Thou art silent. Go< 
lerc to save my child ! What ca 
een ! 

JEROME. 

The time will come when p 
y will give him to ua crowned 
all our chiefs are witnesses 
fought I still must deem him c. 

JOHN. 

2 know'st him not. He ne'er wol 
rles, you assure me that my son 

becomea the brave ? as did 
lark, and my progenitor, 
.. generations three have I 
and I alone... 

CHARLES. 

Remember your 



JEROME. 

Think of his 
Young brother, Alexander. 

JOHN. 

Let thy thoughts 
Upon his mother rest ! Ah me ! Tis blood 
We need... His death has altered nothing! 1 
"Will weep my son when I shall have avenged hi: 
Butnow we must becalm. To-morrow, 'neath 
These walls, his funeral rites shall glorious be ! 
Count Jerome, go, call here the chiefs to council 
And you, prince, speak, what is Vienna's state? 

SCENE III 
JOHN SOBIESKI, CHARLES OF LORRAINE. 



A mournful message from the governor, 


This moment sent n 


ne by a pious 


monk, 


Interpreter among the enemy. 




Will toll you all. 


JOHN. 




It 


runs.., 

CHARLES. 






"No 


single day 


To lose." 


JOHN. 





Reply to Staremberg : "Fear not 
Reverse ! " What more? 
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CHARLES. 

" Want, hunger, pcstiler 
Far more than hostile arms, have thinned our 
And, worst of all, foul traitors lurk within. 
The Serbs this night will ope the gates, while 
beneath Neustadt will give the foeraen way. 
Vienna is at bay, and knows no morrow 1 " 

JOHN. 
But where's the army ? 

CHARLES. 

Worse is its condition 
Than is the city's ! All the empire's hope 
Lies in the strength of twenty thousand men 
Sore stricken by a panic terror. 'T would 
Far easier be an oak to grow amid 
The desert's sands, than rouse again within 
Their frighted souls a victor's hardihood. 

JOHN. 

What of Mustapha? 

CHARLES. 

See yon camp of silk 
And gold whose pagan splendour stretches wi 
Beneath your gaze ; the miscreant prefers 
Good ransom to the chance of pillage, dark 
And treacherous ways to open combat. Thus, 
The thunderbolt slips from his weakened gras 
And such the state of city, camp, and army. 

JOHN. 

Small merit lies in conquering such a foe. 



"Tia well. The Emperor absent, we 
Without him. Weak the enemy's c 
Shall break it, and shall take the \ 
His den. 

CHARLES. 

You think it possible ? 

JOHN 

r vi 
One doubt. A leader who, protecte< 
So vast a host, hath given us time 
Vienna, and, without a struggle, p 
Our army close beside his own, n 
Like Saul, bereft of reason, and he 
Already beaten. See his cantptoo. 
Disorder 1 Is t not true ? 





SCENE IV 




TBE SAME ; JEROME; COl 




COLLONITS. 




Is this 


Johr 


l Sobicski ? 




JEHOME, 




Ho himself. 



COLLONITS, 10 Jem. 

Bat A 
pray ; I thought he bore upon his 
f gold the royal eagle ! 
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JEROME. 

His mail's of brass 
Beneath the breast-plate boats the eagle's hear 

COLLONITS, pri-Kiiiing skkII beiritgiba imperil h 

Sovereign most august.... 

JOHN. 

i August, perchance, 

But lacking empire. 

COLLONITS, nidi. 

" Learning that our ally. 
King John Sobieski with our nephew is, 
We hero confer on him our sovereign power 
O'er all the chiefs and soldiers gathered in 
That place. — The emperor of the West and Ea 
Signed : Leopold the First, by grace of God. " 

JEROME. 

Of Satan, rather. 

JOHN. 

Bid the chiefs to enter. 



THE SAME; MALIGNY; German Phinues, Mehi 
the Council. 

CHARLES. 

The empire and the provinces stand here 
Before you, Sire. 



Draw near! I greet ye, kings 
And princes ! Never since the days when met 
Your ancestors, the famed Crusaders, has 
One camp contained so many glorious names. 
The Emperor entrusts his cause to this 
Good sword. With you to aid, his hope shall bo 
Fulfilled. The Danube Hows 'tween Europe and 
Mine army. I have sworn as king to win 
Or die ! To-morrow, at the break of day, 
Stand ready for the fight. 

A GERMAN PRINCE. 

The odds are heavy : 
Ten Turks to every Christian ! Let us wait 
For reinforcements. 

JOHN. 

When the field is won, 
We'll count the dead. 

A SECOND PRINCE. 

But our |ioor people die 
Of sheer exhaustion. 

JOHN. 

Strength we will regain 
Upon the battle-field to-morrow. 

FIRST PRINCE. 

But 
The widening breach is crumbling to Ihe earth. 

JOHN. 

We'll close U with the pagan corpses. 



£ 
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SECOND PRINCE. 

But 

No place can stand a more than two months' siege. 

JOHN. 

For victory one day 's enough. Hay God 
Protect our arms! 



>~^ 


FIRST PRINCE. 


■3g 


But... 




JOHN. 

But ye bar my way !.., 


I come from far to do my work, and with 


^^ — 


You or without you must I do it. Let 


P— 


Some lighted beacons kindled mid these larches 


f — 


Announce the Polish eagles to Vienna. 


rz 


Kclume the fire of hope within your hearts,. 


For by this sign 


■"»— 


(pitting kl< bind %w kit iir«4. 


^V-> 


I tell you, we shall conquer. 








COLLONITfc 


>5 


Ah, Sire 1 

. JOHN. 


™ ~_ 


My sceptre rests in Warsaw; here. 


"S^ 


The only title that I claim is that 


JC 


Of general. Now, bend the knee, and swear 



Upon this sword to obey me as you would 
The Emperor. 

GERMAN PRINCES, btwiij. 

We swear ! 



iw- 



JOHN. 

May God recei 
Your oaths ! 

SCENE VI 
THE SAME; Toe DUKE DE C 

DE CROT. 

The Vizier's envoy, Sire. 

JOHN. 

You all, and here, shall he his answer 

COLLONITS, wbunued. 

But, Sire... 

JOHN. 
Such is my will ; here let i 

DE CHOY. 

Behold him ! 

SCENE VII 

THE SAME; SELIM; GIAFFA& 

(gallm'i tjoi n* biuiligsd j ■■ olkccr UkM ot I 



Thanks I give to destiny 
Which here permits that I should clas 
Of SoiMeski, our worthy adversary. 
Far in the East thou'rt held invincible, 
And Islam's sons have named thee " th 

JOHN. 
Enough; what wishest thou? 



E OF VIENNA 
ELIM- \ 

To thee alone 

OHN-. 

lain... The Archduke Charles 

seo, and all 

SLIM. 

rt the Emptror! 

DHN, 

nd : round ua stand 



)HN. 

titles spare. 

ELIM. 

1, Sclim 

of pardon, with 

or war or peace, 
ado, I here prolong 
*uce of Chocim, which 
res unto 

lore, I bind myself 
ity thousand sons 
our tents, 
and golden ounces. 

attempt to close 



i 



» ■ 
i 



r 



ACT III. 
JOHN. 

What! I 
Make terms upon the eve of battle ?— of 
A certain triumph ? Selim thinks that I 
Could sell this Jew my glory ? No, he deems 
Hot so... I, conqueror of Cbocim, shall 
I shjo this peace ? 

THE PRINCES. 

Nolnol 

JOHN. 

"Well, Selim ; dost 
Thou see yon snowy eagle floating in 
The breeze ? As mountain torrent swift so shall 
Ye flee before him ! 

SELIM. 

Sccst thou the waves 
That dash and boil beneath thy feet ? There shi 
Ye perish all, I swear... 

JOHN. 

Try only I 

SELIM. 

Give 
Us way; be prudent I To be brave is well; 
But to be wise is better. We arc ten 
To one. 

JOHN. 
Too few are yo !... My word is passed ; 
.And ho who lights for liberty, can fear 
No foe!... 

SELIM. 

For liberty ! I love it too!... 
And yet meseems old Austria hut ill 
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Accords with freedom. On thy lips, those words 

United first destroy each other. Speak 

Thou rather of the pride, ingratitude, 

The felonies that underlie and gird 

This ancient despotism. Ah ! thou com'st 

To save these warlike Germans 1 Thou wilt thus 

Betray thy country, and thyself wilt ruin. 

Remember Wallenstein 1 His laurels won 

Could not avert the thunderbolt. Tisnot 

Upon the Eastern sky, but northward, that 

The star will rise, shall be for you the star 

Of death. 'Tis Moscow, whence the czars, your slaves 

Of yore, sow war and discord mid your ranks ; 

Your fiefs of Brandenburg, despots ingrain. 

Become their hired executioners ; 

And Leopold, whose maw is not yet filled, 

Is meditating with this man a scheme 

Of base partition... Collonite, hot so ? 

For us, our destiny will offer us 

In Italy a richer booty than 

Your Polish realm. Vienna persecutes, 

Vienna hencemuat.be destroyed. Receive, 

O Sire, this fair assurance of safe-conduct 

With less of pride; for slavery thou serv'st, 

Not liberty. 

JOHN, tnriig it. 

I serve but God alone !,.. 
No truoe between us while one Pole can hold 
A sword ! and Selim, bear back to fhy lord 
Thine insolent advice : I treat with him 
But in the Sultan's palace. The exchange 
Of pris'ners is a right I cannot cede. 



ombat ; I fear naught but shame. 

BKLItf. 

tou have !... A mundane pride ir 

sa of thy disdain. For each 

&s has Austria mfantas, , 

old has bought yon spotless eagl 

t, detested rival, styles 

i Highness, " not " His Majesty. " 

htly? Am I well informed ? 



SKLIK. 

10 art thou? 

JEROME. 

I? Lubomirski; 
, Seh'm, Zrini the renegade ! 



SELIM, Jriwta* kll Klulltr. 

'er wilt speak that word again ! 



DE CROY. 

Traitor I 



Stay I... Your swords 
rthier use upon the Held 
'a our guest... Go, leave me hero 
all I 



. J 



4 U M Si . 

He is all mighty ; justice is His i*ight. 



ACT III* v 79 

JOHN 



And vengeance not less mine ! 



v 

SELIM 



JOHN. 

• Dost know the Gospel ? 

SELIM, de«|*iringlv. 

Dost thou know slavery ? 

JOHN. 

O soul as false 
As weak ! When all the West, the peoples and 
The kings, are gathering round the Cross to stem 
The torrent threatening the fall of Europe, 
When all cry, " God has willed it!" must indeed 
A Zrini join the foe, and leave the name 
Thrice cursed of Selim Khan the renegade, 

To endless ages of opprobrium ? 

O shades of great Corvinus, Huniades, 

O ye, whose life was one Crusade for Christ x 

And liberty, bahold your son a traitor, 

A base apostate, who has sold his soul 

To Asiatic tyrants ! Rise, John Zrini, 

Thou holy martyr, rise ! Come, break thy scutcheon, 

Tarnished by thine unworthy son. The fate 

Of twenty nations in the balance hangs. 

O come and curse this parricide, thy child! 

SELIM, his band on bis sword. 

Enough, I tell thee; by my father's blood, 
Enough ! If thou couldst count the tears within 
That well of bitterness, my broken heart, 
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Thou wouldat not curse, but wouldst thysel 
Alas ! each atom of this shuddering soil 
Will stain with blood the foot that treads up 
And 'tis my native land! And yonder palace ! 
Within its silent vaults my father died 
By the assassin's hand. My father 1 Ah 1 
He stretches out his chained hands to bless 
His son ; he asks me for revenge. His head, 
His sacred head, that raging battle spared. 
Fell there beneath the axe. And for what crii 
O Heaven, that strangely rigorous doom? Be 
He rendered homage unto God as bade 
His heart, because he deemed that man to mi 
Is brother in the creeds of Greece or Rome. 
Hear all. .. 1 eurse the day that flung me at 
The Vizier's feet... His baseness shames me 
But then I think upon my sister, dead 
In slavery, my father doomed to die 
A rebel's death... ye ask for justice... there 
Ye stand... and ye shall have it. I have swori 

JOHN. 
This fratricidal vow has then more weight 
Than that thou took'st in baptism ?... God al 
Can change thy will. Avenge thy father ! I 
Must 'venge my son. 

(ftkmk »d M>II**T M ihe httkfrMri.) 
SELIM. 

Behold t 

JOHN. 

Yakoub 1... m 

„. (bit Selim with M«li|fnj.) 



ACT III. 

SCENE IX 
JOHN SOBIESKI; YAKOUI 

JOHN. 

O destiny, I brave thee 1 It is thou, 
Alive and free ! 

taEodb. 
Yes, living, but a slave. 

JOHN. 

A slave ? But who can be more free tha: 
B.on to a soldier whom his people have 
Made king ! And since the hostile chief ; 
The exchange of all our prisoners... 
TAKOUB. 

Oi 
JOHN. 
Yes, all! * 

TAKOUB. 

'Tis strange. . . Thou dost not 
JOHN. 

YAKOIIB. 

That when I shall return, to-night... 

JOHN. 

Si 

YAKOUB. 

Thou wilt accept ? 

JOHN, 

t It is my holiest duty 

YAKOUB. 

Thou fight'st? 
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loan, 
to-morrow. 



JOHN. 

I hope; with thee wooonquer; i 
Thy father-? 

VAK.OUB. 

And with thee will 

Heroic, she who saved my life. 

JOHN. 

H 

YAKOUB. 

Is Myrrha. 

JOHN. 

Son, Upon thy mothe 
Not of thy mistress ; how thy sii 
Embrace us ; sweet the kisses pi 
Thy forehead as a welcome horn 

TAKODB, v 

And must I die? 

(To' i>ii bib«. 

When nest th 

Give her my arms and this med: 

JOHN. 

In tears, my son ? 

lAKOUIt, iboiul 

My courage fo 



ACT III. 

My father ! 

JOHN. 

Where goest thou ? 

YAKOUB. 

To pa 
As I have promised.... 

JOHN. 

Speak the truth 
To die. 

YAKOUB. 

Yes, honour's voice recalls mt 
I stay, I live and die in infamy. 
Read this ! 

JOHN, naJt 

A message from the Gram 
"To-morrow, twenty thousand priso 
Are free, if thou L wilt grant my terms 
Our cannon will return their heads to 
As balls. Thy son will bear thine ansi 
Or fly? Mine honour doth command t 
What counselled thou? 

YAKOUB. 

To conquer ! 

JOHN. 

* 

But thee I'll keep at price of victory. 

YAKOUB, ".lug. 

Am I, thy son, to tarnish thy just glo; 

JOHN. 

My glory thine is, but thy days are in 



Act hi. 86 

JOHN. 

Great God ! But this 
Is martyrdom' ! 

TAEODB. 

An humble follower 
Of Mary's son, this death which calls me now 
Will one day throw immortal glory round 
My fetters. It is well to die when such 
A death can save the Christian world. 

JOHN. 

To live 
Without thee... O my son... 

YAKOUB. 

Thou weepest... Why 
Then pity me ? All'power is vain unless 
True freedom underlie it ; thrones have but 
Small worth for noble souls. Mayhap, indeed. 
If I were king, contempt, abandonment, 
The meed of lesser virtue, might the son 
Make blush to think upon his father's glory. 
Exile, perchance, more cruel far than death... 
No ! I will die while young, and die without 
Remorse, in all my strength, and offering to 
Mynative land a soul unflecked by time... 
When thou hast triumphed, thou wilt see our country, 
All Poland, on its knees, weeping a son 
Not all unworthy of a hero such 
As thou. Now must I go. 

I hear the voice 
Of God recalling me. 
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JOHN. 
At eighteen years 
n life is all so fair 1 And nuist 
iile yet this stricken soul dares not 
7 virtue I If thou diest, who 
jlory's heir? Witi thee, I feel 
meed of victory depart ; 
father will be worthy of thee 1 
all! 

SCENE X 
iE; CHARLES OF LORRAINE; JEROME; 

jKINY; DE CROY; German Princes. 

iOME, Mrawhf UBMtrniaTibiMb'aniH, 

Yakoub ! 

JOHN. 
The eldest son 
is thy King, his country's pride ; 
be king himself, if virtue could 
dem; my son prefers 
jlory to my happiness, 
rns to die. Lorraine and Jerome, 
hall appear tho eagles of 
n, let threo cannon shots give us 
My brother, bo consoled; my son 
aged. 

JEROME. 

"lis thou indeed!... 

TAKOUB. 

Speak not, 

bitter grief?... . 

CHARLES, fciwelirj.iSoMii.lu'ikci. 

1 pray you, mercy! 



ACT III. 

it in his country's name. 

JEH0ME,4»HlikewlM. 

And I, 
me of his poor mother ! 

JOHN, mlboilLili.sl-. 

Rise!... Call Selim. 

JEROME. 

lei... 



SCENE XI 
THE SAME; SELIM; OIAFFAR, SuiTB. 
JOHN. 
Go, say unto Mustapha 
be prepare for combat at the dawn 

y- 

SELIM ' 

But ye are rash ! 

JOHN. 

Our brothers' ransom, 
tiotisand golden ounces, take ; and bear 
(word unto thy master... he will noed it; 
is no other message. Go 1 
Selim. 

But he, 
on? 

JOHN. 

My son !... Ihou followest him... I hies 
iou who oughtcst to survive me... Go, 
ave our captives... On mine honour, till 
awn the fight will not begin. Farewoll ! 

■nti Ion hiniii'ir i'iom kit foihn'i irsu and d.'|nrl> wilt gel 
Gnltt ) 



ACT IV 

SELIM — ZRINI. 



JOHN B0BIE8KI, MM aim, mar • lirg* tali!) ton-red wilt) napt 
■Id plan, nil holding la hll laid a porlnlt. 

jOhw. 
To-morrow... cherished image, inspire my thought t 
As the bow still vibrates when the arrow's sped. 
So may despair, by devious route, still reach 
The goal. My son must die... to-morrow, my 
Last battle... Fatal enterprise! O honour, 
Thou bond of iron fettering my strength 
And crushing 1 1 had counted on the help 
Of Csesar... fatal error I Now I hope 
For naught from men nor fate, and Leopold 
I read in his base minister... But what 
Wild words are traced by spectral hand before 
My dazed vision ? " Though thy son may die 
A hero's death, yet may defeat..." My God! 
Thou wilt not suffer that my eon should die 
Like Mark, my brother, and yet both may lack 
Requital on the foe... Away such thought ! 
And yet I could but choose between two wrongs. 
Could f have offered twenty thousand dead 
To save his life ? My father, what wouldst thou 
Have done? What would their mothers say to me 7 ■ 
Ah yes, but then his own I... happiness, 
O love, yc arc but hollow, idle ph — * ' 



Far happier I as soldier than as king. 
Wherefore this crown upon my brazen casque 
My soul has had enough of its false glitter, 
And heavier weighs the sceptre in my hand 
Than doth the sword... And was I not his fat! 
Before they made me king ? Since I have won 
This fatal eminence I' ve striven day 
By day with this good sword to tear pieoemea 
His conquests from the thousand headed mont 
And when the iron breaks, when fails my stre 
The dead thing wakes.... it rises, stands up rig] 
Around Vienna roll uncoiled its rings ; 
Toward Rome, the Vatican, it wends its way ; 
Less strong by arms than by corrupting gold, 
It vomits forth its venom o'er the world. 
Marie! and Charlemagne ! The French on Rhir 
And Loire have failed to evoke your mighty st 
Alone I dare the deed. To-morrow I 
Must strike the sons of Islam, wrest from them 
Their first and noblest prey, fair, hapless Oreei 
Unite the Christians of the East and West,' 
And wake the echoes of the Parthenon 
With glorious names resounding, mid the cries 
Of our white eagles, onward flying till 
They've wrenched the Sepulchre of God made 
From stranger hands. By thee, O Holy Tomb 1 
I've sworn to save Vienna, Rome : God wills 
It, I obey!... 

(RiM.). 

No, no ! thou shalt not die 
Without thy glory, O my country ! If 
Confederate kings, of a free people jealous. 
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Destroy the old world's equilibrium 
And nail thine arms upon the shameful crost 
If thine own children say to theo : "Thou di 
By me, John Sobieski, and by this day. 
Thy name shall be encircled with so bright 
An aureole, that future generations 
Shall see its splendour shining on thy tomb, 
As if thou wert the martyred Christ of natior 
Thy name shall be synonymous with honour 
With freedom, victory; and in the day 
Of expiation shall thy prostrate foes. 
Thine executioners, behold thee rise 
From out the bosom of the grave, as if 
Another resurrection-day had dawned. 
Thy God shall call thee forth. His chosen ch: 
A living, though long buried Lazarus 1 
No signal yet?... my son I... 

(Ha [jIIimi idi, khftmMteUikUdi.) 

SGKNE II 

JOHN 80BIE8KI ; JEROME. 

JEROMB. 

A Moslem slav< 
A woman, audience asks of thee. 



JOHN. 

Yet again?... Leave u 



SCENE III 
JOHN SOBIEBKI ; Ml 

HTRBHA, liio-inj ..Mi 

Behold him ! Suffer mo to embrac 
thou whom Gpeece awaits as 01 
Of men. awaited Him who was to 
The doomed world. 

JOHN. 
■ What brings t 
KYKKHA. 

In name of Yakoub. 

JOHN. 

Of my son?.. 
And thou hast rescued him? 

HYRBHA. 

I lOYt 
JOHN, riling. 

Returneth?... I again shall see hi 

MYRRH*. 

And soon, I hope. He said to me 
My sister, go console my father; 
The price of my frail life he long 
Triumphant. May he find in the< 
The loving heart of his dear son 

JOHN. 
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I was the Grand Vizier's betrothed bride. 
Behold this ring... 

JOHN, rob. 

Myrrha! 

MTRRHA. 

My thought gave s 
And I to Selim promised love and life 
If he, before the close of day, would yield 
To thee his colours. Ah 1 1 thought to slay 
His master, but my mother's image stayed 
My hand... mine arm was powerless. This ring 
Gave me safe-conduct to the prisoners' camp 
At Neustadt, There I saw thy son, who brough 
The ransom for our men : not one would buy 
His freedom. They would fight. "Then let us 
Cried Yakoub; "follow me, ye- sons of Hellas 1 
Our country's hymn re-echoed through the pi: 
And I am come to seek thine aid for him, 
Their leader ; all would rather die than live 
Bereft of him!... 

JOHN. 

Alas f.„ no signal yet 1 

MYRRHA. 

Why hesitate? The instrument of torture 

Stands ready... Can thine arm have lost its strength? 

But haste thee ; every moment is of value. 

Give order for the combat, or thy son 

Must die. 

JOHN. 

Great God! does our self-conquest count 



A 



ACT IV. 

For naught, and mast the struggle be rem 
Who can give heart to such as never had 
1 see them throw aside their swords, their 
Who then will lead them? 

MYRRH A. 

Thou ! 

JOHN. 

' 1 can no! 

The brave may be o'eroome, invincible 
The coward!... Must I here await my peop] 
And were they here, would not mine oath < 
Me to this spot, whence I must see my sor 
Pour out his brave young life upon the cro 
His last words call me : " Save me, father! 
With cry of agony, his soul departs ! 

, my unit a. 

But haste thee. Whence that pallor on thy 
Canst thou bo John Sobieski ? Have I not 
Mistaken some poor craven soul for that 
Great hero ? Yet, I see a sword within 
Thy grasp ! 

' JOHN. 
To-morrow ! I "have sworn it on 
My faith. H there were one could conquer i 
I should be gone, I would, as simple soldiei 
My hauberk thrown aside, with this right a 
(Well known to them) asunder thrust the t: 
Of pagans, crying, " Son, 1 come... I love I 
And thus I prove it !" But, not one among t 
Yakoub alone !... and he must die. The heac 
The army's chief, I must, must live, must t 



i 
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The empire. Malediction on the oath 
I took upon mine honour. It will coat 
My son his life. 

UYRRHA. 
Thine honour! Dost not hi 
A voice that louder calls than oath or sou 
A voice that bids thee save thy son, if he 
Still live? Is it set down in honour's code 
That fathers murder their own children i 
For him would shed the last drop in our 
But if our prayers are vain, if Myrrha's te 
Are powerless to move thy soul, oh ! thii 
Upon the tears of his poor mother. She 
Will curse thee that thou didst not save I 

JOHN. 

No more I Cease ! 

MYRRHA. 

Glory nevep can be meet 
Of homicide, nor can I think a King, 
A father, could bo called upon to give 
His son to save a tyrant, and to glut 
The Koran's sword which hangs suspend 
His head ; and if it falls, thy- future and 
Thy glorious past both die upon his tor 
The world may say the father balanced > 
The ignoble price for which he sold his ; 
What can I plead? Alas, his mother wou 
Have ftiund a surer way to reach thy hei 
But I, to bend thee, nothing have but tea 
If thou wilt come, he lives; if thou delay 
I too must die ! 



ACT IV. 
JOHN. 

■ Great God in heaven ! Thou 
net comprehend my anguish, Thou 
i'at thine only Son to save the world ! 

MYRRHA, riling tnii ipHkha Uttarif. 

is he, the hero world-renowned, 

ioua King 1 and he betrays his child. 
en is glory ? 'Tis a glittering veil 
es in its folds that heart of thine, 
a icy cold as if the hand 
already clutched it. Soul of flint, 
lee ! May thy demon, pride, with stin 
pierce thine obdurate breast. Thou j 
irefore, since thou'rt not his father. C 
an have no children ; no, no more 
i a headsman ! 





JOHN 






rtileiice 






MYRRH 


Fare thee well 




SCENE 


IV 


THE SAME 


; MAURO, 


.,„„*.«. b..b„4. 



MAURO. 
MYRRHA. 

3 Mauro! 

MAURO. ■ 
Having learned our aim, 
The Grand Vizier has undermined the camp. 
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His wrath will send us all to fiery death. 
Yakoub alone beats back the f 
May fall beneath their whelm 
Amid his brethren, with a ch 



O list that cry 1 Dost leave to 
His death? Come, Maurol Kir 
May even now be hanging on 
And can he bless his father? 

JOHN 
St 

Thouseest... I weep... These te 




Come hitherl 1 must go! 



MYRRH 

Atli 



THE SAME; CHARLES OP L" 
CROY; i»» COLLONITS, i 



The Turks are gathering at th< 
The Tartars from Azof have fli 
Their bows and arrows, and, t 
Their teeth, are pouring through 
On every side; within One houi 
Our German capital, must pass i 
Their hands... 



JOHN. 

' Thus destiny doth free me from 
Mine oath, and I at least can die as doth 
Become a King, my sabre in my hand. 
I thank thee, Vizier, thank thee heartily! 

(t*i light of ooj beflit w nlsiiM.) 
COLLONITS, milling to, followed i.r i.« (*a,J*. 

Fly! fly I 

JOHN. 

What means this insult? 

COLL0NIT3. 

Fly ! our cause 
Is lost! 

[t annuo ohol tt.r.1 o> loo righl ) 
JOHN. 

Is won!... O listen! 'Tis the signal. 

UTHRHA, loppllaiioslj. 

My lord, is this a time for tears, when blood 
In torrents flows? 

JOHN. 

No! no more tears! To arms! 

(a ilnril noun il>«.) 

O victory! they come, my faithful Poles ! 
My heart's ablaze; I know myself once more. 
Come here, Lorraine. Dost see that avalanche 
Of armed riders thundering down yon steep ? 
'Tis he, the Qt^pd Hetman, my gallant knights 
With eagle-pinioned shoulders. Haste, my friends; 
My Bon is there, in peril, haste ! One then 
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May live a century in one day ! 

(Tin d.I (nrtul'j brW. 

But all 
Grows dim...' What sudden night ! A dus 
Enwraps the earth... 

But three o'clock... an 
Seems ended 1 See upon the sun's broad d 
A shadow as if Death himself from earth 
To heaven were opening out his mighty ^ 

COLLONITS, MrtUof hi. brent. 

O spare me, Lordl... 

JEROME. 

I have it! On this d 
A learned Polish seer foretold the sun's 
Eclipse. 

CHARLES. 

A fateful hour... our work will 1 
The easier; and the Grand Hetman now 
Can join us with his forces, ere the blow 
Bo struck. 

JOHN. 

And by this sign docs Heaven de 
For us. AH honour be to thee, O great 
Copernicus! When thou didst say to eart 
" Be humble follower of the star of day,' 
Thou placedst at the centre that bright o 
Come, let ua pray that we again may see 
His beams. 

(On Ifae HiiMliold o( ibt ckap*l.) 

O Thou, who with one word < 



*A* 



r> 5 



■ 4 






ACT IV. 99 

To being this immensity of light, 
Allume the sun of Faith in everyplace, 
That all the universe may worship Thee 
As we do now!... ♦ 

(Selim appear* in Ike background, wearing Yakonb's cloak, a d follow* d 

by a Tartar soldier.) 

SELIM. 

Go ! Three lines of attack 
See formed at once ! 

(The Tartar goes.) 
MA.URO. 

Accept his prayer, O Thou, 
The Lord of Hosts ! 

(fhey enter the ckipol. — Tbe eclipse darkens lb- distance; finally the 
foreground. — A lamp boras before tbe altar of the Madonna.) 

SCENE VI 

MYRRHA; SELIM, in the background. 
MYBRHA, 

Here will I pray for him... 
What horror overhangs the land! I fear... 
Is this the promised hour when in the vale 
Of Josaphat the nations shall arise 
And God will judge them? 

(l be darkness becomes entire.) 
SELIM, from the background , and aside. 

Myrrha ! 

MYRRHA. 

In this shrine 
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A child... a woman... my mother! One 
Might think the Babe was really living! S 

How tenderly ho atretch.es forth his arms 

(Sh. teMk). 

Mary, Holy Virgin I morning Star! 
My dearest patroness, protect us! 

SEI.IM, ■ppnuhi.g. 

^ Myrrha I 

MYRRHA. 

But whence this dread ! I hear the sound 
Is't thou, O Yakoub ? 

SELIH u ■ flash of lightning dlicoien Um. 

Myrrha, it Is I ! 

MYRRHA. 

Selim ? 

SELIM. 

Yes, I, his conqueror ! By aid 
Of this so sudden darkness and the cloak 
Of Yakoub have I reached thee. Come, and I 
Will put the Danube 'twixt us and his King. 

MYRRHA. 

Never ! 

SELIH. 

We are alone... fear thou to rouse 
- My hate ! Behold! Remember that a plot 
Fast binds us in its folds: 

(Rcadl). 

"To Selim do 

1 promise life and love, if he will yield 
His colours ere the close of day. — Myrrha." 



ACT IV. 
MYRRHA. 

I trust thee not! 

SELIH, leiiether. 

Come ; thou must follow me, 
Or at this moment Yakoub dies!... At first 
Shot fired by one of thine adherents will 
The mine explode, and all the Christian oamp 
Be buried in the ruin... 

MYHIUIA, jetting pootnioo o! hit dipger- 

Hence ! Away, 
I tell thee, or, by this Madonna, will 
I pierce my heart ! 

(She breiks iwiy Jam him ud cling* to the altu.) 
SBLItl. 

I shudder... Pardon I... If 
Thou diest, I too die... An orphaned son 
6f Magyar race, of martyred father, crushed 
Beneath the feet of Ctesar, went I with 
My bleeding heart to beg for arms at Stamboul ; 
And there I saw thee aiding thy poor brethren, 
And turning oft aside the arm that hung 
Suspended o'er them,.. Thou to mo didst seem 
So touching and so lovely that I did 
Forget the oath that bound me. Seeing thee, 
All vanished, oountry, honour, duty ! Myrrha ! 
If thou but knewest the wild flood of thoughts 
That surges through my soul ! Forgotten by 
My God, I have not known in life one day 
Of happiness. O life,! what art thou but 
A wildered dream, a bitter irony ? 
What had I done that God should give me life 
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To suffer only, suffer always, and 

Alone, alike incapable of death 

Or living truly. 'Reft of hope and faith, 

1 lead a life accursed; I hate that world. 

That abject world, which thrusts me from it ; but 

With all his soul, Selim doth love thee, Myrrha. 

MYRRHA. 

I pity thee !... But thou must see the hand 
.Of -fate divides us in this world and in 
Eternity. I, Myrrha Lascaris, 
And thou, the Tartar Selim, honour,blood. 
Love, all must stand between us ! It is thou 
Who didst sell me ! . . . Hast thou forgotten that 
Thou ow'st thy power to the price they paid thee ? 
Thou art a leader of wild robbers, banned 
■ By. every law. Thou art the enemy of 
My God, destroyer of my brethren 1 Selim, 
My word I pledge that 1 would rather die 
With them than live with thee!... 

SELIM. 

Thou scornest mc ! 

MYRRHA. 

I pity thee... 'Tis God's place to absolve ! 

SELIM. 

Thy God is naught to me, and I de"fy 

His thunders ! I love thee, and what care I 

For Elohim or Christ, for Moses or 
Mohammed ? Leader of a race oppressed, 
I have no faith except in destiny. 
Who has no country knows no God ! .My hate 
Is the ainioom that sweeps the dread Sahara ; 



My one oasis, with its chant divine, 

Is Myrrha's love. Give me a word of hope : 

Decide my fate. For thee I will save Yakoub, 

I will forget a murdered father, leave 

My injured sister unavenged, and all 

To hear that blissful word: "ThyMyrrha does 

Not hate thee!..." Surely would my ravished soul 

Be touched to penitence! Oh I give me Heaven, 

With hope and life! 

MYRRH*. 

I know thee, Selim! Go! 
Thou mak'st me shudder. Wouldat thou then betray 
Mohammed? save the Emperor ? Such depth 
Of perfidy degrades thee 'neath contempt. 
Your chiefs will find their sentence Writ ere they 
Shall roach Belgrade... My love is Yakoub's, yes! 
I love him as I thee detest ! Go, go ! 
For I can die; but follow thee? No, neverl 

SELIM. 

Woe then to him!... I hear the clash of arms! 
The mine's about to spring . His every drop 
Of blood for my vain tears!... And not one cry 
Of terror canst thou give?... If I stay here. 
He dies.! 

MYRRH A. 

Thou fratricide ! Assassin 1 

{Selim E-d. i pistol; the shot ii followed by a tcnible eiplosion.) 
SELIM. 

Thus 

Ami avenged !... Now let his God to save 
Him work a miracle! 



104 TUB SIEGK OF VIENNA 

HTRRHA, kneel* ml (itemptt to ittlke h*nelf -with 

Lord! pardon me I 

SBLIU, vreillaitbe digjf r form W. 

I tell thee thou shalt follow me 1 Come, corai 

(Mjrrhi f.lli proilnle on the Mft of Uk ilur.- Yikoub 
the bukfcoand, holding la hli hinds • lundard.) 

SCENE Vlt 
THE SAME; YAKOUB 

(D.jHfchtgr.dinlli.eluro..) 
YAKOUB. 

Seliin with her! 

HTRRHA, throw) hHMlf into hii inn*. 

Yakoub ! 



YAKOUB. 

I took these colours from thy bandits' hands, 
And now the struggle lies betwixt us twain ! 

SELIM, IE he /alls'upon him. 

Die, then I 

(liii weinon breaks .) 

YAKOUB. 
Thy rage o'erdoea itself! Fight on, 
If so thou wilt; but take another 'sword. 
Op yield thee prisoner! 

BEL m. 
No, never! 

YAKOUB. 

Mishap 



I ■ .'■! 



jra thee more arrogant; thou art 

My captive, as I thine was yesterday; 
Only, thou shalt find more indulgence on 
My part : my God hath bid me pardon. 

SEL III , tempting to itab him. 

Mine 
Doth ask for vengeance I 

frho ram\u4 ilipi rum ik* bwtil or Yitoub. lijr.bi rtuim ika I 
TAKOUB, pl.rciu S Mb villi tli mrd. 

Hold ! thou wretch ! 
SELIM, ■U|g<rii«. 

O hel 
Thy hand lacks strength to drive th« weapon hoi 
But I will live... to see my hate contented. 

TAKOUB. 
Angel of love I twice hast thou saved my lifo 
Art wounded ? 

1ITRRHA. 

Oh ! 'tis nothing ! 

SELIH. 

Not alone 
I die* Within the windings of my shroud 
Thou'rt bound, fair slave ! Thou art the bride of di 

A VOICE vUlnut, mil from Kid opMiite tide. 

Yakoub ! 

TAKOUB. 
I hear my father's voice. 
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SCENE VIII 
YAKOUB » JOHN SOBIESKI, Soldiers. 

JOHN. 

% At last 
! sco thee, and unhurt, I hope ! Thou dead, 
I must have followed thee; but since thou live 
I live, and am once more myself now 1 
Have found my son !... 

YAKOUB, uifDiti His Ijf. 

Dost see my booty ? 
JOHN. 

Hi 

The Prophet's colours ! I am jealous of 

Thy conquest, son; and here I dub thee knight 

Prince Yakoub, on thy kneeB... 

Now let the ch 
And army here assemble. 

SCENE IX 
THE SAME; JEROME; COLLONITS. 

JEROME. ouoflnult. 

But one momci 

JOHN. 

what meaneth this ? 

JERQUE, (Wing Mm • g°Mrn rpur. 

Admire this trophy!... 

JOHN. 



Some trinket fallen from a fairy casket? 
The Vizier's spur! 

JEROME. 

'Twas taken with his steed, 
All covered o'er with jewels. I'd not sell 
It for a diadem... and it is yours. 

John. 
Why so ? 

JEROME 

Because I love you ! 

' JOHN. 

I accept!... 
(Oh*, it*. .«,»*,.) 

This present to the Queen... tell her that ero 
The close of day, a captive Vizier follows. 

(Tin tqaenj got* om. — Sullied u*e» Iba fttp). 

And Collonits, these colours to the Pope! 

Tell Innocent Eleventh in exchange 
We cannon need, and powder. If he aid 
Us to o'erpass the summits of the Balkan, 
Myself will thank him at the Vatican. 

(Tlw poli.d n>lr«nl .if mil jnjooi criu hesid wiihnr.} 

SCENE X 

THE SAME; CHARLES OF LORRAINE; ROGER OF 
REMBERG ; The Grand Hbtman ; DE CROY ; MALI! 
MAURO; HAIDEE; Greek Phi so nebs, German Pr; 
Polish Chiefs, The Army, The People of Vienna. 

GREEK PRISONERS, uihjcrmK. 
' tip, srma of Hellas ! 
Forced how long shall we lie 



:> '^! 
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On mount and plain 
To wear the chain 
And bend the knee ? 
March on, ye sons of Hellas- 1 
To anas! Be free ! 

JOHN. 

Grand Hetroan, I salute thee. Honour to 
The eagles white I 

COL.LONITB. 

Fine saviours, garbed in rags % 

JOHN. 

Their eight-and-twcnty days of march have told 
Upon their dolmans ! Ere to-morrow they '11 
Be robed as Turks. 

MAURO, 

Hero come the brave Albanians. 

STAREMBERG. 

Sire, the German city's last defenders 
Bring I with me r the rest are dead... 

JOHN. 

I have 
Been told as heroes ! We will form their escort 
Unto Vienna, or to realms of Pluto. 

My Poles! I offer you a battle such 

As you are wont to fight- The Prophet's raven 

Will shun our Polish eagle; but we '11 reach 

Him, if we march like you. Kings, princes, men. 

Here is the order of the day for all : 

March straight into the Vizier's camp! let each 

Remember that, cost what it may, we mast 



RF\ 



Vienna enter by the breach ! Waldecfc, 
To you the centre; to the right, the c. 
Lorraine upon the left; and I will bo 
Among you everywhere. We first must take 
The flanks, and then we turn them. 

GRAND HETMAN. 

• . 1 await 

Thine orders, Sire... 

JOHN. 

My friend, but do thy be: 
Thou understandest... I must have Vienna, 
Or I must die for honour and for faith; 
I give thee leave to slay me if I fly. 
And if 1 fall, avenge me! 

ALL.. 

Live the King 



Whence that fer sound?... Be i 

CHARLES. 

It is the Angclus that rings. To Heaven 
Vienna renders thanks that thou art come. 

J O H >.'. 

O Sun, uncover in the presence of 
The Word made flesh! It is September t we] 
O glorious day... on it was Yakoubborn, 
Our reign began... and Chocim, and Vienn; 
In white our mothers will have written it. 
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UAUSO, on Ik* Ibfeibu'rl „t lb. cluprl. 

By the blood and tears of my proscribed people, 
I bless'you, soldiers! As the knights of yore 
Before Jerusalem, so let us lift 
Our souls to God, that He may givQ to us 
Or victory or martyrdom... Amen ! 

THE ARMY, CbtOtllfM llkne.ll. 

Queen of Heaven. Holy Mary, 

List ou| prayer. 
List thy warrior- nation, kneeling. 

Virgin fair 1 
Crowned with blossoms, sweetest Mother, 

Mystic Rose. 
Bless our homes, defend our country, 

Be with us! 



Thou who watchedst o'er our fathers, 

• Light ne'er dim, 
Bear to Christ, thy Son, our prayer, our 

Pious hymn. 
O clement Virgin, send us down thy 

Glory's sheen ; 
We will conquer 'neath thy banner. 

Heaven's Queen I 

(9,1.11*1 J.j.ifH iH u l». u» t»«.) 
JOHN" , 

Brothers, 'tis day once more! Let Caesar not 
Forget that we have saved him! To Vienna! 



> '- » 



ACT IV. ill 

JOHN, springing on hit boric. 

To come in time is victory. 
Y^ eagles, white or black, march on ! My son, 
Here, at my side! 

(Exeunt. — Cannonading Is heard.) 
MAUHO, kneeling. 

Bless them, Almighty God I 
SCENE XI 

THE BATTLE 
(For large theatres.) 
THE SAME; then SEL1M; The two Armies. 

The ramparts ire covered with soldiens and citizens. — Yakonb and 
Jerome pursue the Spahis and drive them into tbe river. — Malign y 
orders forward two cannons. 

MALIGNY, pointing towaid tbe Yiwer'i tent. 

Aim well at yonder golden crescent... he 
Wno touches it shall have my watch ! 

(The cannon is fired* and the creccent foils.) 
GUNNER. 

Tis done ! 

MALIGNY, givirg him his watch. 

Now break the bridge ! 

GUNNER, Charging the field~pitce. 

There's no more wadding. 

MALIGNY. 

Take 
My gloves, my wig. . . Ah ! here are some French journals. 
^iTow fire! 
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GUNNER. 

The bridge is going. 

SPAHIS, raiting latoiaa rlnr. 

Allah ! 

(GiaHar ud Salla'l Tartars rub ia, in disorder, punned by the Grind 
Eelmu and the Kiaf't husaara, — Some com ihe Danube swimming, 
others, perish in t*o waiu. — Selbn eomca in lul. He attempts to 
•cue Myrrh.. Yatoab brine? down bii bona with a pistol shot. — 
Jerome ll abeat lo till upon bin.) 

YAKOUB, >u>a4*f Iinwwllb • Ufa. 



SELIM, broking ail iwort. 

Behold them ! 

(Us throw* tbe fragment! into Ibe stream. — At this nuinunt lbs King 
appears, pursuing the Janiuiriei, tommiaded hi ibi Paabaa of Bnda 
and Silialria. — SlayeJ hj tba liter, the Jiuiisaariei throw ewej tbeir 
arms and field IheniieWei priiouera.) 

WAURO. 

Myrrha! dearest daughter. 
In God's blest name, I call thee Marie. See 
This portrait... 

MYRRHA. 

Tis ray mother ! 

MACRO. 

Glorious King! 
My grateful people kneel with me before thee. 

THE ARMY, wilb i cr; sf LrlULDQji. 

Victory 



ACT V. 
JOHN, lo Cha 



I would that cry might reach 
The Tiber. Victory to our" white eagles! 

(Ha •inbncsi btirembtrg.) 

And now, Vienna"s free! 



RBHBERG. 

Sire, thou art great 



Indeed... 



My men, now cease your fire. Respi 
The prisoners, our brethren in the sight 
Of God! 

(Th« l ho P.!bn fill it ktl KM.) 



1 



HYRRHA - MARIE 



The Emperor LEOPOLD; DE CROY; COLLONITS; 
Court Officials; Men 6TAREMBERG. 

OFFICER: 

Count Staremberg! 

LEOPOLD, u Ihi offlnt. 

Here bide my time!... 

(to surembcrg,) 

You answer late to our impatience. Hail, 
The savior of Vienna ! 

STAREMBERG. 

That in truth's 
A title that the King of Poland doth 



Par better merit. In my youth, I served 
With Wallenstein, and his example formed 
Mine inexperience to the trade of war; 
In Flanders, seconded by William, prince 
Of Orange, did I at Senef the great 
Conde just fail to overcome; but in 
This age, the bravest man, the master of 
Us all, is John Sobieaki. 

COLLONITS. 

As for me, 
I know but one lord paramount, one master, 
And that's the Emperor. 

STAREMBERG. 

Ah 1 Sire, I am 
A soldier. 

LEOPOLD, ill-humoured! j- 

Give us then account of your 
Deliverance. 

COLLONITS. 

He is strong in tactics, and 
Mayhap in strategy; but policy... 

STAREMBERG. 

Beginning from the day when Schcenbrunn's gates 
■Were oped to let your chariot pass... 

LEOPOLD. 

No^need 
To dwell on such details. 
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STAREMBERfi. 

What words can paint 
The picture still existant of those months 
Of anguish, when, both standing in the breach, 
Dread pestilence and famine called our victors. 
And every hope died out within our hearts '. 
One day, a trumpet from St. Stephen's tower 
Announced the coming of a Christian host. 
And everywhere was heard the cry of joy : 
" 'Tis he. King John Sobieski, sent of God! " 
Dascendipg as a lava stream the heights, 
- He rallies every sinking heart. Once more 
The castle's cannon open fire, and long 
The interval of doubt did seem to men 
Almost despairing. Then did Jerome's lances 
Spread terror 'mid the Turkish left, and soon 
The Hetman followed him, a ram of braes; 
The Spahjs yield the ground : the Vizier gives 
The Prophet's standard into Selim's hands. 
Ashamed of their repulse, the Spahis rally, 
Return to save their flag, but speedily 
Prince Yakoub seizes it, and, sign still more 
Of dread, the sun has darkened on the vault 
Of heaven. " Behold, " said Selim, " what is done 
Above! " As 'twere the angel Azrael, 
The great Sobieski comes. His looks are lightning, 
He flies as doth the eagle to its prey. 
Naught can withstand him as with mien majestic 
lie breaks the threefold wall of men around 
The camp. The Vizier grasps his sword, and forth 
To combat rushes, followed by the hordes 
Of Selim : but in vain ! Sobieski triumphs. 



He speaks, and day returns. A cloud of blood 
And smoke before, behind him, whence a cry 
Of mortal terror shakes the welkin— sound 
As if an army, dying, gave one gasp, 
One death rattle — then all was silent... Soon 
The sun, a globe of molten steel, descends 
Behind the mountain tops, and floods the peaks 
With light... The wretched Selim falls, death in 
His soul. The deluge menacing the world 
But yestermorn, is stayed against the shield 
Of him, the hero whom our sons shall bless. 
Whose memory shall live in glory through 
All ages yet to come ! 

COLLONITS, patruiiisinglr. 

So be it, so 
He renders unto Caesar what... 

DE CR'JV. 

But then, 
This deluge, in receding, at our feet 
Its Oriental treasures flings : the chains 
That Asia forged for us, poor murdered women, 
A crowd of living orphans, and the cribs 
Of infants floating in the stream ; — my son 
Dead in my arms... Ah! if triumphant kings 
■Within their palaces could dare to count 
Our tears, perchance they'd hold too dear the price 
At which they reign ! 

LEOPOLD, drrlr. 

But Duke, one son remains 



^■J-^ 
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COLLONITS. 

Upon the castle's tower I saw 
Great Rudolph/crowned, and stretching forth hie sceptre 
As praying for your army... 

LEOPOLD. 

Truly? 

COLLONITS. 

In truth. 

LEOPOLD. 

A certain token of celestial favour 1 

And the Vizier? 

COLLONITS. 

Tis said' he died by his 
Own hand. 

LEOPOLD. 

Peace be unto his soul! 

COLLONITS. 

A Turk?... 
An inOdel?... 

LEOPOLD. 

I'm wrong... And Sobieski, 
Where is he now? 

COLLONITS. 

Within the city, with 

The Archduke Charles. 



Cz 



ACT V. 

LEOPOLD. 

Ere our arrival? 

COLL0NIT3. 



Went with them to St. Stephen's, there to chan* 
To Deum... 

LEOPOLD. 

They waited not for me?, You then 
Have given permission for this scandal? 

COLLQNIT-S. 



Tour Majesty... but one must will that which 
Is willed by a whole people... They ne'er thougl 
To ask for my permission. 

LEOPOLD. 

This is then 
An insurrection ! It must be repressed, 

COLLONITS. 

Yes. Sire. 

LEOPOLD. 

Upon my life, this haughty vassal 
Must think himself at Warsaw ! We did not 
His presence need to maintain order, peace 
Uphold. 

GOLLONIT8. 
No, -Sire. 
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LEOPOLD. 

Hence must he soon depart. 

COLLONITS. 

Yes, Sire. 

LEOPOLD. 

Tis said he hath delivered ub ? 
But he hath nothing done. 

COLLONITS. 

No, Sire. 

STAREMBEKG, »ppro*chit|t. 

' Before 

He follows in pursuit of flying hosts, 
This questionable victor audience asks. 

LEOPOLD. , 

Of me? 

DE GROT, 
You cannot well refuse this grace... 

LEOPOLD, tn Collonits. 

What think you? 

COLLONITS. 

But this prince doth stand alone 
Of all his race! 

STAREMBERG. 

You have said well ; he stands 

Alone 



w. 






ACT V., 
COLLONITS. 

The Roman Emperor can cede 
But unto God his right. 

DB CROY. 

This King cornea in 
God's name, 

COLLONITS. 

But there are usages... the Court 
Has principles by ages consecrated!... 



SCENE II 
THE SAME; CHARLES OF LORRAINE. 



What do I hear? Upon the very day 

When we receive so great a benefit. 

To outrage him who serves us ? Ah ! my lord, 

One might believe the enemy beyond 

The Bosphorus, a thousand miles away. 

And yet, Vienna still is burning! Sire, 

Beware of evil counsellors, for they 

Will lure you to jour ruin. Needs there so 

Much baseness in reward for victory ? 

Unless you wish that history's voice should say 

That Leopold the First was envious of 

His benefactor; — if you dread that stain 

Of infamy should blot your clement reign;— 

O Sire, you will heed my words, and here, 



- 
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* 


Is** 


And now, the interview will be, before 
Ub all, before our God! 


LEOPOLD. 


M 


sS 


But how am I 
A prince elective to receive? 




liV 


CHARLES. 






Ah! Sire, 


'1 


r^i 


With open arms, as doth become a King, 
Since he hath saved the empire. 


9 


¥&***) 


GOLLONITS. 






With your aid... 






LEOPOLD. 







Enough, Collonits! Your a 

Already rendered have we overpaid, 

And we dispense you from all future labors. 



Cousin, your frankness honours you; we will 
Receive the King... 

[Cbirles mates a tign lo.M officer, who goes out.) 



All precedents! 



COLLONITS. . 

A derogation from 



For you, Count Roger, you 
3 others' merits do forget 



n ; I here adopt your children, anc 
le order of the «olden Fleece. 

STAREMBERG, kneeling. 
LEOPOLD, embracing him. 

This collar's yours... 

CRIES, without. 

Long life t< 

LEOPOLD. 

Already ! 

COLLONITS. 

, AH Vienna's with him ! 



JOHN SOBIESKI; YAKOUB 
; Polish Chiefs; German Prik 
■ Burghers of Vienna. 

a or the populace carry brancbei and » 
ne aboTe ihe heads of Sobieslti and of nil 



JOHN, to thep. Ic. 

to Leopold, the Emperor 

(Sane moments ol liUnce.) . 

Sire, ere I taUe my leave 
! the barbarous Turk from Magys 
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I come to render unto Csesar what 

Was Caesar's ; — all his colony won again. 

His people mad with joy, and, touching sight, 

A thousand orphans that Vienna sends. 

JEROME. 

What, not one salutation, even to 

The magistrates? „ 

MALIGNY. 

In Austria, a good 
Conferred but ingrates serves. 

(tnoiticr puue.) 
JOHN. 

A dumb prince, this! 

(He r»iinblibutIlo hii inouiUcbe ; Leopold, thinking be il (boat lo ulnU 
him, tikes off his hat ud llitu tngtilj rrplicu it.) 

STAREMBERG, to Sobivkl. 

Ah ! Sire, I envy you, I love and bless! 

To you I owe my life, and more, mine honour; 

For you alone, God aiding, Christendom 

Have saved. If to the worthiest the world's 

Proud sceptre should belong, you 're the great King 

Whom God would choose. 



JOHN, raiting him. 

Count Roger, God aloni 
Is great; I came, I saw, but Europe 'lis 
Has conquered. 



COLLONITS, 

From the aona of Amalcc 
rested stands. O Joshua ! 
the glory be, and unto him, 
ies of our day, Pope Innocent 



Unto him be all the honour! 
inocent will surely gladly see 
established in your sacred office. 

(To Leopold.) 

•o me nothing for this little service, 
iy Grand Hetman, if you wish, will give 
the booty. Come, good Jerome... 

(A ilir;— Leopold makei ■ sigo.) 
STAREMBE11G. 



LEOPOLD, bilterlj. 

it a glory worthily to greet, 

.ke an offering equivalent 

le service rendered. Hungary 

is to triumphant vassals. Go, 

ere establish order, for your children. 



; as aught remains to do, I count 
liinp; what is done. In that, perchance, 
from more famous kings. I have 
ins, but they'll ne'er wear St. Stephen's c: 
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Already do I see upon their brows 

A crown of thorns. Ccesar and Godfrey have 

Mine answer taught ; besides, when Austria 

Once more shall find within her borders peace, 

To Tfikoly, the rightful heir, reverts 

The crown of Hungary. 

LEOPOLD. 

, Count Staremberg, 
You see!... But if your highness doth refuse 
Our gift, your son will have the courtesy 
To accept the Roman Emperor's friendship. We, 
The better to cement the bond, will keep 
For him the hand of our still infant daughter, 
Th' Archduchess Eleonora. 

JOHN. 

'Tis for him 
To make reply. 

YAKOLB. 

Such choice must honour me, 
But I. should fear my people to betray 
Were I to accept it. % 

LEOPOLD. 

Come then, Collonits, 



SCENK IV 
THE SAME; SELIM. 

SELIU, leauin; on m Broken Iword. 

Not yet; one moment, Sire! 
> kings in his own image, He 
close resemblance unto Satan. .. 
snder homage. 

LEOPOLD. 

Whence this slave ? 



hou sayest rightly. I was born 
I rule, 



'Tie Selim, the accursed; 

rer of my son ! 



A noble name, t 

re truly noble than is thine, 
lerer of my father! - 

LEOPOLD. 

Ho ! ye guards, 



THE SIEGE OF V 



ELIM. 



No need ; behold I 

(Ee noouTcn hli breast.) 

ASoMeski 
Has done that work. — It is not Selim now 
Who speaks, 'tis Death... and Casar, I salute thee. 
And thee, prince Charles... 

LEOPOLD. 

What will you ? 

SELIH. 

I am come 
To ask thy mercy for the sons of Arpad 
Thine axe hath still left living. 'Hold! my scythe 
Is dulled with mowing down thy race... but I... 
As Death, may pardon thee... thou mayst like me 
Grant mercy. For thy children's sake... 

LEOPOLD. 



Never, sayst thou? That is a cruel word... 
But worthy of thy virtue. Ah! beware!... 
But no, I weep and pray. 

(Be Utn from tiis boon a scroll wrapped in a loin Sag.) 

In name of these 
Threo words : — God, Liberty, and Country, on 
This fragment writ by Tokoly, — revoke 
This fell decree, before which hell itself 
Had paled... Hast thou not conquered? Is not that 
Enough for vengeance? What dost thou need more? 






R.-fl 
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129 



Canst thou show no indulgence ! Well ? then, justice I 
The justice of a righteous God ! Behold 
This field of battle and yon blazing town, 
Then listen to the funeral bells that ring 
From out the distance... Caesar, bow thy head, 
'Tis Death that passes... 

LEOPOLD hastily uncovering* 

Who art thou ? 

Who— I ? 
Thy prisoner. One word — the last — ere I 
Am free. My name thou knowest well. Go seek 
Among thy crimes some sin of blackest dye... 
Some victim worthy of thy deep respect. 
Of that sweet filial love we owe to those 
Who are the nursing-fathers of our souls... 
A loyal heart... a nature noble, lofty, 
An arm made for the sword... 

(He ad ranees.) 

I am the son 
Of Zrini, foully murdered by his ward. 



ALL. 



Zrini! 



' ^ LEOPOLD, to his giiardi. 

Come hither. Stand to my defence ! 

SELIM , to the guards. 

One step, and this keen poniard ends his days ! 

(With one band he holds the poniard to the breast of Leopold ; with the 
otberbe seizes both his hands. The guards fall lack.— To Leopold.) 
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There's no escape for thee I Tis Death that holds 
Thee in his strong embrace. To him thou'st made 
Such august offerings thou canst not fear % 

His grasp... O horror ! See this blood upon 
Thy brow ! 

LEOPOLD, at his fee*. 

Have mercy ! 

SELIM. 

Germans, see- your Lord, 
A Nero crowned with palms Tiberian ; 
Behold his blood-stained hand ! He slew my father ! 
Yes, slew the man whom Ferdinand^, his sire, 
Had made his guardian... Here the accuser stands, 
And here the unjust judge, and there his tool, 
The chaplain, spectral figure, wearing the 
Red ribbon... Piously they murdered him, 
And secretly. Since that night, when they say 
Their prayers, blood trickles from their clasped hands. . . 
I, kill thee?— Never !^-Go I 

(He looses his bold.) 

Dost see this sword, 
This fragment of a weapon that doth show 
The Habsburg arms, a severed head? It is 
My crutch... I fling it at thy *tay feet; and if 
Th' imperial purple asks more Magyar blood, 
Wipe it !... Then live thou long, that thy smooth brow 
May blush and burn beneath the name I hurl 
At thee of parricide! Live long, that thou, 
Like me, mayst see thy country ragged, see 
It beg the aid of some new Sobieski, 
And know thy sons, the heirs of all thy power, 



* - 



. . y 



ed from their domain, unpitied, cursed 
:ory's voice... I, Zrini, I, thy vassal, 
nge my country will have done it all... 
mtent. 

JOHN. 

Let clemency, Sire, 
jrth' reign in your soul. A better future 
your people open ; let your rule 
;, repair the evils done : so prays 
not unbelovod by his own nation. 
i>uld you prove you come of Caesar's race, 
[nee the kind word, amnesty. A man 
bed, whom death hath stricken, is no more 
imy. Beneath the judgment write 

LEOPOLD. 

But your royal highness could 
nk it right I should permit to spread 
ere, beneath mine eyes, the spirit of 
of which this bandit chief was fit 
Ddel champion. If he repent, 
in as doth become a Christian, I 
e his crimes. 

SELIH. 

Thine office do, headsman ! 
r to jeer thy victims! 

LEOPOLD, toCullonitg. 

Lord Chief-Justice, 
m/s to deal with. 

SELIU. 

Take my blood ; thou shalt 



T 
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Not-have mysoul!... 

(Ent Leo | did willi Mi gaird*. — Tba p»ople slowly depirk. 
Sculine li in Ih« btckgroaHl.) 



THE SAME; eieepl Leopold, .Collonits, Stabembero, and j 

the Court Suite; to™ MAURO, MYRRHA, ,ui HA1DEE. ' 

helim. ; ' 

E'en aa he goes, his lips 

Still utter dooms of death. But my revenge ' ' 
Is prompt! Thou seekest glory, and receiv'st 
But shame!... And this is not the end... To-morrow j 

Thou'lt know if ever German could be friend i 

To a true Pole. Oh ! 'tis indeed a stroke I ' 

Of genius to have saved the Emperor : I .1 

Have won the headsman's blow, but thy reward 1 

Is ignominy ! * ! 

A GERMAN PRINCE. ' j 

And for us, no^ shred, . ] 

No bone even from the festal table! ' j 

A SECONO PRINCE. < 

Let 1 

Us leave this Caesar to his happy fate ! ■ 

! ' 

FIRST PRINCE. I j 

This Leopold doth owe us all so much, - j 
He can but pay in outrages 



SECOND PRINCE. 

And we, 
< more plenteously provided, will 
iur valour. 

ALL. 

Let us go! 



[km 

JOHN, to Jerome. 

By God's 
the cross, I charge thee seize those 
era always make good pillagers!... 
i. half done, you quit the cause ? An 
ion me for chief, the King of Pol an < 
would throw dishonour on my nai 
trap indeed! But 1 will end 
e begun without ye. You, Lorraine 
aw me? 

CHARLES. 

To the world's end ! 



ALL. 

And all of us. 

BELIM. 

Allah confound 
ard! He but speaks, and, lo ! his voi 
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JOHN. 

You all will follow m 

ALL. 



March on, then, to Byzantium! 
The Christian Orient a limit we 
Must fix ; our common danger is not fr 
The Islamite, but Russian... Yakoub, i 
At break, of day we march ! Till then I 
My rights to love's. 

Ill* anil the chief* rsmoii.it.] 
YAKOUB. 

IfMyrrha wills it t 
UTAH HA. 
Ah ! if my heart could speak ! What ji 
Since I am to be thine for ever. Ere 
' I knew thee, I think I must have loved 
Indeed, I wish to live... 

YAKOUB 

But what is th 



I know not... Ah! this happiness that 
My soul too pure is, too divine, to be 
Aught but a dream... I would that I a 
Myself to it without affright .. but 'tis 



ACT V. 

i... And should it be delusion, sho.uldst 
riend, return alone unto the land 
ave my mother birth... this flower take 
nerous gift, thou knowest... thou wilt 
d by some other... think of me... 
py! 

VAEOUB. 

Whence that shudder... and in tea 



irt'a on fire.. . the flaming dart hath reac 
y soul... What torture .. Yakoub... Ere 



Ah ! well. 

YAKOUB. 

What! Selim! 

SELIM. 

No, 'tis Deat 
eps between ye and will have its prey. 
lidst not, then, foresee the blow thai 

man, thou little knowest Selim! Didst 
hink that he would let thee keep her, li 
iol!„. Myrrha, pardon me!... Is't not 
■uel thus to die when life most smiles i 
jwer, the Orient's sweetest blossom. 
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Before the sunrise broken ! Bliss so near, 
And yet thou diest with thy love ! But if 
Thou wilt, I still can save ; upon thy lips 
Some drops of this elixir poured will calm 
Thy fever; thou wilt live when I am gone: 
There is no other cure, and it is thine 
For but one word of pardon, one kind look. .. 

MYRHHA, d]ing- 

Yakoub... I love thee ! 

SELItf, brn.ki,i g the .!.!. 

Be it so !... then die! 

MAUTIO, «■'■! fMwud. 

My child 1 Marie! 

SBLIM. 

Come ye all ; my hate 
Is truer than his love. . The skies might now 
Descend around her, hut would have no power 
To save... This weapon, once a friendly gift 
From mountain Emir... 

1 OH N. 

Speak thou on ! 

SELISf. 

Is poisoned... 
What sayest to that, O Sobieski ? and thou. 
Prince Yakoub? Glory you may have, and 1 greatness, 
But I have better... vengeance! 



MAURO, his hand on Hyrrhi'l taut. 

Dead! 

SELIM, IcHiing swjiIiLi bindaEt. 

No more 
3elim, and I die John Zrini. Thine 
.y, Danube, while my soul shall aeek 
Inite. O rulers, peoples, -quit 
■ivolous strifes ! Be free i 

(H« throws himself into tbo riier. ) 
JOHN. 

Just God... these wo: 



Marie, stay, I'll follow thee 1 

(Be Is about to throw himself on biiiword. 
JOHN, presenting him. 

aust live, Yakoub ! Oome, in Poland's name, 
i mine arms ; as final triumph learn 
;e true glory more than human love, 
tore than glory, love thy country's good-! 

(The (lags are lowered o.er Myrrh).) 



NOTE 



Kiuperly was dead, and Kar 
-in-law and the favorite ol 
ed the Grand Sea! or the 
sn married to a daughter of 
alish Ambassador first set f 
Since then the Turk has c'et 
object of dread. The fa 
ock which it created the w< 
nd that of the strongholc 
ad rendered Italy vulnerab 
the south. Islamism, in 
ards, seemed to- be fatally 
rope. The invasion of Ka 
. upon as a consequence 
id unavoidable overflow. J 
I the torrent is stemmed. T 
eroical, of miracoulous, in 
ig -disinterested and very 
. They put an end to atom 
tched by Aureng Zeb while j 
n Asia and by Penn while 
le of laws to the NewAVorld . 
Maccahams were sung in ( 
Christendom, they were co 
is in their learned ilissertat 



poets, with the questionable taste of the age they 
lived in, derived inspiration from the triumphs of 
John and of Jesus Christ. A distich came from 
France! (Vide Epigraph. J — a bishop was bold 
enough to pen it — otherwise the whole of our lite- 
rature was silent. It is worthy of remark that no- 
where in it is to be seen a trace of the name of 
John Sobieski, whereas it is everywhere mentioned 
by the Italian, English and German poets of the 
period. It is because adulators, ever ready to heap 
their base flattery oh kings, had thought fit to show 
j ealousy of the Polish hero in order to pay their 
court to Louis Xiy., and il must be admitted that 
Louis XIV. was guilty of provoking such an injurious 
homage. " — (Histoire de Jean. Sobieski, par 
A.-N. de Salvandy ; t. II., 1. vii.) 
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